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Ruin  from  Man  is  most  conceal'd  when  near, 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow  ! 
Is  this  the  flight  of  fancy  ?  would  it  were  ! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  Himself, 
That  hideous  sight— a  naked  human  heart! 

Young. 

You've  wrong 'd  me  all,  and  on  ycu  all — but  hold — 
I  form  Revenge  too  mighty  to  be  told  ! 

Ovid's  Epistles, 
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EYE  OF  SAM°FIEl^mO< 


CHAP.  I. 


<'  The  time,  and  my  intents,  are  savage^  wild; 
*'  More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far^ 
^'  Than  empty  tygers^  on  the  roaring  sea.'* 

Shakespearf, 


JFiioM  the  instant  he  had  perpetrated 
the  dreadful  deed,  horror  and  conster- 
nation seemed  to  liavc  stupiiied  J\lo- 
rano  ;  an  iiniv^ersal  shivering  seized  liis 
whole  frame,  and  the  last  mysterious 
words  of  Gradisca,  struck  like  light- 
ning on  his  soul ;  he  had  scarcely 
power  to  order  Bernardo  to  conceal  the 
body,  and  secure,  the  woman  in  safety, 
when  he  darted  from  the  chamber  of 
VOL.  III.  ^  deaths 


ticatli,  and  regardless  of  the  storm 
wliich  beat  with  fury  around  him,  pur- 
sued his  way  towards  the  Convent  of 
Zanotti ;  fearful  as  an  infant,  and 
trembling  as  a  woman,  he  dared  hardly 
to  look,  or  to  respire ;  if  he  raised  his 
eyes  upwards,  Heaven  seemed  to  open 
in  wTath  and  justice  ;  if  he  cast  them 
on  the  ground,  the  verdure  was  stained 
with  gore ;  murder  and  injury  were 
written  upon  every  leaf 

*'  Mine  !"  the  offsprint^-  of  me  and 
Juliana  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  hastily  lie 
pulled  the  Convent  bell,  and  demand- 
ed of  the  porter  for  Zanotti. 

*'  He  sleeps  within  his  cell  yonder,*' 
replied  the  man,  regarding  him  with 
some  inquisitiveness  ;  *'  and  it  is  so 
rarely  that  he  does  sleep,  Signior,  that 
I  do  not  much  like  to  disturb  him.'' 

The 


The  light,  which  now  reflected 
strongly  on  his  person,  shewed  to  Mo- 
rano  some  spots  of  blood  on  his  vesture; 
this,  together  with  the  impatience  he 
felt  to  see  Zanotti,  almost  threw  him 
off  his  guard. 

"  Know  you  not,"  he  cried,  haugh- 
tily addressing  the  porter,    *'  that  the 

Aiarchese  di" He  could  not  go  on, 

he  blushed  at  the  mention  of  his  disho- 
noured name,  and  in  moderated  ac- 
cents said,  *'  his  business  was  of  the 
utmost  importance,  and  demanded  in- 
stant egress  to  the  Abbate. " 

*'  Proceed,  then,"  replied  the 
other,  again  glancing  a  look  of  suspi- 
cion on  his  garment,  '^  through  that 
long  winding  passage,  turn  to  the 
right,  and  you  will  find  the  Father 
Zanotti  in  his  cell." 

B^  On 


Ox  Zanotti  now  rested  the  last  hope 
of  tlie  guilty  and   aj)preliensive  i\Iar- 
chose;    yet,    strange   to  say,    on  tlie 
dissohition  of  tliat  very  man,  lay,  to  his 
couscioirs  mind,    the  most  certain  pro- 
spect of  safety  and  security  ;  the  door 
of  the  cell  soon  gave  way  to  his  exer- 
tions, and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life 
shewed  him  the  wary,   the  circums])ect 
Zanotti,  in   his   power ;   that  dreaded 
enemy,  thougli  his  hosom's  counsellor, 
that  watchful,  restless  spirit,  that  sub- 
tle Zanotti,   that  mysterious  Ubaldo  ! 
huricd    in    slumber    and   insensibility 
before  him.  Morano  gasped  for  breath  ; 
suggestions,  dark   and    infernal,     beat 
strongly  at  his  heart ;  while  the  single 
taper,   which  glimmered  in  the  apart- 
ment,   only  served  to   increase  those 
suggestions,  by  strengthening,  through 
the  gloominc^ss  of  the  chambei",    the 
bli^ck     representations    of    his     own 

thoughts. 


thoughts.  Across  the  mattrass  lay  Za- 
nottl ;  the  book  he  had  been  reading 
was  yet  open  in  his  hand  on  a  passage 
wlierein  the  missruided  author  treated 
of  the  soul's  annilnlation.  His  cowl 
was  tlirown  quite  off  his  forehead,  his 
brows  were  strongly  knit  together, 
and  a  peculiar  cast  of  the  mouth  for- 
cibly recalled  that  expression  which 
had  marked  the  early  features  of  Ubal- 
do  ;  but — oh  God  !  wliat  were  the  sen- 
sations of  ihe  MarchesCi  when  on  the 
table  before  him  stood  that  same 
trunk,  open,  and  fall  of  papers,  which, 
at  an  caily  period  of  this  history,  had 
occasioned  him  so  much  agitation  ;  he 
flew  towards  it;  one  daring  hand  in- 
stinctively grasped  at  its  contents^ 
while  tlic  other,  trembUng  betvreeu 
fear  and  resolution,  groped  uncon- 
sciously within  his  bosom  : — Before 
him  lay  Ubaldo,  unarmed,  and  sleep- 
u  3  iiig ; 


ing  ;  that  liiddcn  and  powerful  master 
of  his  fate,  the  possessor  of  his  dearest 
sceret ;  and  the  man  whom  of  all  others 
he  most  feared  and  hated  ;  and  be^iilo 
him  were  the  means  of,  perhaps,  unra- 
velling a  mystery,  which,  for  so  many 
years,  had  stood  the  test  both  of  pub-; 
lie  investigation  and  private  enquiry  ; 
and  one  blow,  one  vrell-dlreeted  aim, 
would  rid  him  for  ever  of  the  one,  and 
secure  to  him  the  other;  while  the  gra- 
dations of  vice  and  iniquity  had  beca 
so  constant  and  progressive  within  his 
mind,  that  murder  was  now  become 
fimi'iiar  to  it;  and  he  who  had  once 
resolved  upon  one  assassination,  now 
did  not  hesitate  in  the  perpetration  of 
another.  Tlie  slumber  of  Zanotti  was 
heavy ;  and  it  seemed  as  thougli  the 
violent  exertion  of  year.s  had  submitted 
to  the  soft  intluence  of  Nature ;  for  a 
sigh,  deep,,  laboured,  and  long  repres- 
sed, 


sed,  burst  convulsively  from  the  tougk 
and  flinty  bosom,  Avliich  had  hithtTto 
appeared  incapable  of  harbouring  it. 

''  Ee  that  sigii  eternal,"  inwardly 
repeated  Morano,  drawing-  the  poniard 
from  under  his  garment ;  involuntarily 
lie  gazed  npon  it,  while  his  hand  leant 
forcibly  on  the  trunk ;  it  was  yet  wet 
with  the  blood  of  Lor<?nzo. 

''  Hellish  .fiend  !"  he  exclaimedy 
moving  towards  him,  but  for  thee,  it 
had  now  been  pure,  been  spotless ; 
but  for  thy  pernicious  doctrines,  thy 
accursed  arts,  1  had  still  been  guiltless, 
still  been'' 

**  De  Cleance,"  murmured  ZanottI, 

while  his  whole  body  seemed  shaken 

by  the  vapours  of  lus  sleeping  fancy, 

B  4  ''  where 


*Mvhcrc   is  thy   daugliter  now?    Pa- 
rent— Paulina  I" 

**  MoKANO  thuddcic(]  ;  madness 
rushed  on  his  bvain  ;  giiik  and  wrt  tch- 
edness  curdled  through  his  veins  ;  he 
darted  on  him;  raised  his  arm — bvit 
the  violence  with  which  he  did  it 
siiook  the  trunk  ;  it  fell  from  its  sup- 
port ;  Zanotti  awekened  from  his 
dream,  and  beheld  the  Marchese  pros- 
trate in  agony  at  his  icct 

*^  Vile  miscreant!"  he  exclaimed, 
Vv'hile  his  whole  form  looked  more  than 
human. 

*'  Vile  deceiver  !  thou  hast  sealed 
tlic  doom  which  long  has  been  im- 
pending over  thy  head.  Hast  thou  for- 
gotten the  Eve  of  San  Pietro  ?    Weak 

Moraldi, 
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-Moraldi,  hast  thou  lors^otten,  that  the 
clay  wliich  saw  thee  set  rhy  har^d  agMinst 
me,  was  to  hurl  down  ruhi  on  thy 
house  and  thee  ?" 

*'  Ubaldo,"  replied  the  Marchese, 
in  a  voice  trenTbling  between  rage  and 
apprehension,  yet  striving  to  u[i];ear 
composed  and  collecied,  ^'  it  were 
folly,  to  waste  these  precious  moments 
in  useless  recrimination,  or  by  "a  vain 
and  idle  jealousy  to  break  that  leao-ue 
on  which  must  now  depend  our  mutual 
safety  : — 

*'  Hear  me,"  he  continued,  for  a 
smile  of  indignant  conte  npt,  and  thfe 
hasty  stride  with  whi<  li  he  measured 
the  boundary  of  the  cell,  proved  the 
impatience  ofZanotti;  *^  hear  me  ac- 
knowledge that  my  life,  my  happiness, 
B  5  my 
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my  reputation,    are   now    witliin  your 
power ;  that" 

"  They  have  ever  been  so,"  inter- 
rupted Zanotti  proudly  ;  and  that  the 
murderer  of  de  Cleance  was  a  slave  as 
abject,  as  is  now  the  premeditated  as- 
sassin of  Ubaldo  !'' 

**  And  is  it  for  Ubaldo  thus  to 
mock  the  miseries  he  has  caused,  to 
reproach  tlie  conduct  he  has  instigat- 
ed !"   exclaimed   Morano,    in    accents 

of    the    bitterest    anguish ''  No,." 

he  added,  while  the  drops  of  agony 
started  to  his  forehead,  and  his  frenzied 
eye  gazed  wildly  on  his  blood-stained 
hands,  *'  /  have  not  forgotten  the 
Eve  of  San  Pietro,  neither  have  I,  that 
the  man  who  now  dares  to  insult  me, 
that  the  man  to  whom  I  now  vahily 
I  8ue 
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sue  for  life  and  preservation,  owes  both 
to  me  :  that  though  cloaked  in  mys- 
tery, branded  with  suspicion,  scorned 
by  the  world,  and  driven  from  society, 
I  yet  rescued  and  protected  thee ; 
unfriended,  and  unfortuned,  I  sup- 
ported thee;  raised  thee  from  ruin,  to 
honour  and  prosperity  :  thou,  to  Mdiose 
insidious  counsels  I  am  indebted  for 
all  my  sufferings,  and  for  all  my 
crimes  ;  the  dcluder  of  my  youth,  the 
betrayer  of  my  peace,  the  subtle  fiend 
sent  by  my  envious  fate,  to  bfght  my 
prospects,  and  to  crush  my  hopes : 
yet,  not  content  with  these,  thou  now 
dost  sum  up  all  with  black  ingratitude^ 
to  sting  the  tortured  bosom  whk'h.gave 
thee  shelter. 

''  jMoraxo,"  replietl- Ztmotti,  in   a 

calm  and  steady  tone,   *'  I  had  thought, 

that  w  hell    on    San   Pietro's  Eve  w-e 

B  G  formed 
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fojmtd  a  compact  of  iiUciest  and  poli- 
cy, tluit  the  tie  wliich  bound  tlicc  to 
mc  tlicn,  \ras  in  its  nature  alone  sufh- 
cicnt  to  preclude  all  ideas  of  gratitude^ 
or  of  tenderness  :  Thou  wcrt  then  a 
murderer;  and  I,  (whether  by  chance 
or  by  design,)  was  privy  to  the  deed. 
That  I  was  tlie  deludcr  of  thy  youth, 
or  the  evil  counsellor  of  thy  conduct, 
tliat  very  deed  denies :  for,  was  it  I 
who  led  thee  to  embrue  thy  hands  in 
tlie  blood  of  the  virtuous  de  Cleanee  ? 
No — thine  own  passions,  thy  vices, 
arid  tliy  treachery  !  Was  it  I  who  bade 
thee  slay  the  good  Bertoldo  ?  No — 
thine  own  ambitious,  jealous,  envious 
heart,  which  could  not  brook  his  hap- 
])iness  or  superiority  !  Wert  thou  un- 
schooled in  crimes,  unpractised  in  ini- 
quity, when  first  1  knew  thee?  No — 
I  found  thee,  though  young  in  years, 
yet  old  in  wickednesS;  skilled  in  de- 
2  ceptioii^ 
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caption,  hackneyd  in  depravity :  I  vf(^w- 
cd  thee  fitted  to  my  purpose,  and  mark- 
ed thee  for  my  prey  :  tlie  object  of  that 
purpose  thou  hast  still  to  learn;  but 
yet  a  few  days,  and  all  shall  be  com- 
pleted ;  yet  a  few  days,  and  thoiv 
shalt  know  me  for  what  I  am  :  for  the 
preservation  and  protection  which  thou 
hast  liitherto  so  o-enerouslv afforded  me,*' 
he  added  ironically,  *'l  should  have  been 
bound  to  thee,  had  I  not  known,  that  in 
saving  ?;2j/ life,  tbou  didst  regard  it  as  the 
surest  preservative  of  thine  own.  That 
I  was  unfriended,  and  unfortuned,  is 
most  true ;  but  it  is  as  true  also,  that 
friends  I  despised,  and  that  wealth  I 
disregarded;  for  know,  IMorano,  though 
by  Natui-e  marked  the  jest  of  fortune, 
and  the  sport  of  circumstance,  Art 
reared  the  foundling  with  a  parents 
care,  and  made  mankind  my  victim 
and  my  prey/' 

He 
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He  now  approached  the  door. — 
*'  Stav  !"  cried  the  frantic  Marchese, 
'*  yet  a  moment  longer,  and  take  a 
life  of  horror  and  despair ;  for  once, 
Ubaldo,  be  merciful  in  tliy  vengeance, 
and  save  me  from  a  public  and  dis- 
graceful death:  Qh!  but  for  thee,  he 
cried,  after  a  short  pause,  striking  in 
agony  his  bosom,  Lorenzo  yet  ^vTre 
hving  !  One  word  from  thee  had  made 
me  spare  BertoUlo! 

**  Poor  abject  wretch  !"  replied  Za- 
notti,  regarding  him  with  stern  com* 
posure,  *'  I  will  not  take  thy  loathed 
and  hated  being,  for  that  indeed  wcic 
mercy  ;  but  I  will  reserve  thee  to  sucli 
lingering  miseries,  such  unheard  of 
sufferings,  as  only  thou  deservest  ! 
Peruse  those  papers,"  he  continued, 
*'  they  are  not  those  you  once  saw^ ; 
they   were  the  records  of  mi^  hidden 

fate  ; 
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fate;  these  will  teach  you  to  curse 
yours  !  Mark  them  well,  Morano, — 
they  cannot  sink  you  lower  than  you 
are,   or  avert  the  blow,   which  now  I 

haste  to  strike  !" Saying  this,    he 

wrapped  his  garments  round  him,  past 
the  door  of  the  cell,  and  was  seen  no 
longer. 

It  is  now  requisite  we  should  recur 
to  incidents  in  the  early  life  of  Mora- 
no,  not  yet  explained.  When  ftrst 
emerging  from  the  bosom  of  his  fa- 
mily, and  regardless  of  their  entreaties, 
he  threw  off  the  yoke  of  parental  au- 
thority, and  became,  by  an  early  ini- 
tiation into  habits  of  profligacy  and 
licentiousness,  an  abandoned  and  irre- 
claimable character,  at  an  age  when 
few  men  havx  any  characters  at  all. 
It  is  possible,  that  the  radical  evil  of 
an    erroneous    education  might    have 

had 


IkuI  some  influence  in  fixing  his  vi- 
cious pro]ocusities  ;  and  tliiit  weak  in- 
dulgence, which  failed  in  its  ill  elfccts 
on  the  natural  good  heart  of  Beitoldo, 
strengthened  the  perverse  inclinations 
of  Moraldi's  disposition. 

The  old  Marchcse  di  Albenz:a  had, 
in  the  days  of  his  youth,  been  a  gay 
and  dissipated  man  ;  yet,  though  not 
possessed  of  a  very  superior  under- 
standing, he  had  just  sense  enough  to 
perceive  its  pernicious  consequences^ 
and  to  shrink  from  the  dangers  it 
threatened.  Not,  however,  before  his 
peace  and  constitution  became  severely 
impaired,  did  he  awake  from  an  infa- 
tuation, which  left  him  the  prey  of 
disease,  and  the  victim  of  unceasing 
regret ;  while  a  marriage,  contracted 
at  the  instigation  of  his  family,  to 
re-establish  a  fortune  his  own  impru- 

dencics 
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dciicies  liad  much  injured,  in  uniting; 
him  to  a  ^roman  he  licver  loved,  de- 
prived him  for  ever  of  inward  joy  and 
domestic  comfort.  To  all,  therefore, 
who  visited  at  the  castle,  he  appeared 
to  be  a  disappointed  man ;  to  those 
Vho  witnessed  his  hours  of  privacy,  he 
-was  a  miserable  one.  Exclusive  of  the 
death  of  his  wife,  his  children  alone 
possessed  the  charm  of  beguiling  the 
gloom  and  monotony  of  his  life ;  and 
to  the  excessive  fondness  he  indulged 
in  towards  them,  may  be  ascribed,  as 
has  before  been  said,  most  of  their 
future  misfortunes.  Many  years,  how- 
ever, did  not  elapse,  before  he  had 
reason  to  give  Bertoldo  the  decided 
preference,  — a  preference  rewarded 
with  every  mark  of  dutiful  atten- 
tion and  filial  piety,  till  that  period 
when  the  worn-out  and  suffering  Mar- 
clicse  resigned  his  soul  into  the  haiuls 

of 
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of  his  Maker.  In  the  solemn  hour  of 
expected  dissohition,  the  conduct  of 
his  youngest  son  pressed  heavy  on  im 
sph'its,  and  fdled  him  with  sad  pre- 
sentiments ;  many  times  he  tried  to 
speak,  and  unhurtlien  his  mind  of  a 
weight  that  seemed  to  oppress  him,  but 
it  was  not  to  be  ;  from  the  moment  of 
his  danger,  articulation  fled,  and  he 
expired,  after  Hngering  three  days, 
without  uttering»a  word. 

The  various  pursuits  which  marked 
the  lives  of  his  children,  at  tliat  time, 
and  the  different  eflfects  produced  on 
them,  by  the  death  of  their  father, 
have  already  been  related.  Bcrtoldo 
lamented  him  with  unfeigned  sorrow  ; 
while  jMoraldi,  engrossed  with  ambi- 
tious projects  on  the  one  side,,  and 
guilty  apprehensions  on  tlic  other, 
scarcely  remembered  that  he  had  ever 

existed. 
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existed. I  The  cause  of  thos€  guilty 
apprcliensioiis  was,  however,  to  fix 
his  fate  in  Hfe ;  as  the  first  iiuhilg-cnce 
of  one  depraved  incfniation  Avas,  as 
is  ever  the  case,  to  beget  a  thousand 
other  baneful  and  destructive  passions, 
of  vvhich,  sooner  or  later,  wg  inevi- 
tably sink  the  victims. 

It  was  in  the  church  of  San  Marco, 
tliat  Moraldi  was  struck  by  the  beauty 
of  one  of  the  loveliest  girls  he  thought 
he  had  ever  before  beheld.  She  had 
been  at  matins;  and  the  dignified 
venerable  man,  who  leant  feebly  on 
her  arm,  only  served  to  increase  her 
charms;  and  the  interest  with  which 
she  seemed  to  inspire  every  beholder ; 
of  extreme  youth,  health,  peace,  and 
innocence,  bloomed  fresher  than  the 
rose  upon  her  cheek ;  love  and  inge- 
nuousness   beamed   in    her   soft  dark 

eyci 
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('\c';  a  quantity    of  line   liahl  shaded 
one  of  the  fairest  ibrelicads,   ami  clear- 
est brows,  tliat  ever  foriDed  perfection  ; 
while   the  graceful  ir.ovenient  of  her 
finely  proportioned    iigiire,    gave  ele- 
gance  to  the  simple  garb  tliat  veiled 
her  symmetry.     INIoraldi  had  observed 
her  during  the  ceremony,  had  Matched 
the  looks  of  tenderness  she  had  cast 
on   licr  father,    (for   so  he  concluded 
liijn  to  be,)  ha^  gazed  with  rapture  on 
the  turns  of  her  svvTet  countenance,  as 
she  raised  them  from  lier  father  to  her 
Cod  ;  in  short,  he  gazed  till  he  admired, 
admired  till  he  loved,  if  that  sentiment 
can  be  called  love,    which  exists  in  the 
bosom  of  a  selfish  and  a  licentious  man. 
The  service  ended,   she  drew  her  veil 
over  her  face,  and  carefully  supporting 
her  father,    descended  tlie  steps  of  the 
portico,   and  passing  through   several 
bye  streets,  took  the  road  directly  iVoiu 

the 
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the  city.     Determined,    however,    to 
discover  her  name  and  abode,  Moraldi 
follow  ed,  trusting  to  his  good  fortune 
for  some  incident  that  might  serve  to 
introduce  him  to  their  notice ;  a  tliou- 
sand  times   he  was    on  the  point   of 
speaking,    but,    if   the  homcHness    of 
their  apparel  warranted  the  liberty  he 
was  about  to  take,   the  superiority  of 
their  appearance   awed  and    deterred 
him.       Frequently   tljcy   altopped,   for 
the  old  man  seemed  to  experience  pain 
and  inconvenience  from  the  fatigue  of 
walking  ;  and  it  was  in  one  of  these 
interruptions,  that  Moraldi  iirst  caught 
the  interesting  voice  of  the  girl,  as  she 
soothingly  addressed  lier  companion,  in 
the  French  lano'uafije  :   '*  We  shall  now 
soon  be  at  home,  my  dearest  father  !'* 
she  exclaimed,    pressing  a  pale  ema- 
ciated hand   between  hers ;   **  do  try, 
therefore,  and  walk  a  little  further." 

*'  I  WILL, 
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^*  I  WILL,  my  cliild,"  replied  the 
stranger,  raising  himself  feebly  from 
the  ground,  on  whieh  he  had  rested  ; 
*'  but  indeed  my  Eloise,  I  can  under- 
take this  journey  no  more;  it  is  too 
much  for  me." 

MoRALDi,  who  had  kept  aloof 
during  this  conversation,  and  conceal- 
ed himself  near  a  clump  of  trees,  close 
behind  them,  now  approached,  and 
with  an  ingenuousness  and  candour 
he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume,  offered 
his  arm  to  support  him. 

**  Young  man,**  said  the  stranger, 
laying  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
while  a  look  of  dignified  sorrow  marked 
each  expressive  feature,  "  I  wdll  ac- 
cept your  offer,  with  gratitude ;  long 
is .  it  since  the  sounds  of  sympathy 
and  commiseration  hav(^   reached  my 

ears ; 


ears ;  you  shall  assist  me  to  my  cot- 
tage, and  Eloise  shall  thank  you  for 
her  father." 

]\foRALDi  was  dehghted  ;  and  the 
gentle  Eloise  raising  towards  hini  a 
blushing  look  of  gratitude  and  ten- 
derness, flew  before,  to  prepare  the 
cottage  for  their  reception.  After  a 
visit,  which  lasted  three  hours,  they 
parted,  mutually  pleased  with  each 
otiier;  all  the  information,  however, 
>hat  Moraldi  could  gain  as  to  the 
situation  of  his  new  acquaintance, 
was,  that  they  were  French  ;  their 
names  de  Cleance.-;  and  that  they 
had  been  driven,  by  unforeseen  mis- 
fortunes, to  seek  an  asylum  in  Italy, 
where  tliey  subsisted,  by  dint  of  the 
utmost  frugality,  on  the  scanty  store 
saved  out  of  the  wreck  of  their  for- 
tunes :  this  pittance  he  found,  also,  was 

much 
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mncli  increased  by  the  exertions  of 
Eloise,  who,  educated  in  the  most  fi- 
nished manner  by  her  father,  possessed 
an  uncommon  fund  of  information, 
and  now  industriously  turned  those 
accomplishments  to  the  support  and 
comfort  of  the  parent  she  adored. 
That  they  were  of  rank,  expressions 
accidentally  dropt  by  de  Cleance  left 
him  not  a  doubt ;  but  who  they  really 
AJ'Cie,  was  a  confidence  he  never  could 
obtain.  Nor  could  he  ascertain  whe- 
ther or  not  lie  had  a  son,  a  circum- 
stance he  had  also  been  induced  to 
conjecture :  as  it  was,  a  great  mystery 
hung*  over  them,  and  grief,  more  tlian 
infirmity,  seemed  to  be  hastening  the 
excellent  de  Cleance  to  his  grave. 
Yet,  alas !  not  all  his  former  sorrows 
were  sufficient  to  ensure  him  from  the 
yet  greater  calamities  that  were  in  store 
for  him :    mider  the  assumed    name 

of 
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of  Marinari,   Moraldi  became  a  cen- 
^tant  and  welcome  guest ;   and  under 
the  guise  of  friendship,  under  the -sem-r 
blance  of  goodness   and  honour,    en» 
gaged  the  esteem  of  de  Cleance,  and 
the  love  of  bis  innocent  child ;  ere  alive 
to  her  danger,  she  became  the  victim 
of  an  ardent,  and  as  she  herself  ima* 
gined,   hopeless  affection  ;  for  the  art^ 
fui  seducer,  whil^  he  appeared  unable 
to  disguise  the  sentiments  with  which 
$he  ha-d  inspired  him,  hinted  at  peculi- 
arities in  his  situation  which  restrained 
liis  inclinations,    and  doomed  him  to 
misery  and  despair.      I'rom    this    pe- 
riod, the  once  peaceful  dwelling  of  de 
Cleance  became    the  abode  of  gloom 
and   discontent ;    the   note  of  Eloise 
was  heard  no  kinger ;  her  music  was 
neglected,  her  drawings  torn  and  ef-^ 
f^c.ed,  aud  all  l>er  hours  past  in  tracing 
each  step  of  the  path  where  she  had 
VOL.  Ill,  -  c  first 


fust  seen  IVIoialdi,  in  nuising  on  liis 
image  wlien  away,  in  watehing  each 
expression  of  liis  countenance  when 
vith  her. 

X^NFORTUNyVTE  clc  Clcancc  !  not  all 
thy  wrongs,  not  all  thy  sorrows,  had 
been  sufficient  to  guard  thee  against  that 
treachery  and  deception,  of  which  tlie 
liberal  and  noble  mind  too  generally  be- 
comes the  prey :  generous,  open,  and  be- 
lieving ,not  all  thy  miseries  had  taught 
thee  suspicion;  had  taught  thee  that  the 
.serpent,  while  fostering  in  the  bosom 
of  a  father,  will  oftimes  strike  his  dead- 
liest poison  at  the  heart  of  his  offspring: 
Not  till   too  late  did  he  observe  the 
alteration  in  his  child  ;  not  till  too  late 
did  he  bitterly  repent  his  ill-judged  con- 
fidence, or  perceive,  with  sensations  of 
the  keenest  agony,  that  her  peace  was 
for  ever  fled  ;  and  that  the  efforts  she 

made 


27 

made  to  appear  chearful  in  his  presence, 
onl}^  served  to  prove  how  far  all  chear- 
fuhiess  was  banished.  While  these 
sentiments  were  passing  in  the  breasts 
of  the  father  and  daughter,  the  artful 
IMoraldi  was  laying  deep  plots  for  their 
ruin,  and  his  own  success.  To  have 
made  an  honourable  tender  of  liis  hand 
to  Eloise,  lovely  and  amiable  as  she 
was,  would  have  been  absurd  !  What ! 
the  handsome,  the  noble,  the  admired 
di  Albenza,  deprive  himself  of  liberty, 
shackle  himself  for  life  to  an  obscure 
girl,  whom  a  little  address  and  perse- 
verance would  easily  obtain  on  his 
own  terms :  or,  embarrassed  and  im- 
poverished as  he  was,  matrimony  must 
be  tlie  last  resource  of  his  necessities. 
Still  he  continued  his  visits  at  the  cot- 
tage ;  and  while  he  lamented  his  hard 
fate,  (which,  as  di  Marinari,  bound  him 
a  dependant  on  the  will  of  a  capricious 
c  S  father, 
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father,)  he  increased  in  his  vows  of 
adoration  and  attachment.  De  Cle- 
ance,  who  was  no  stranger  to  all  that 
passed,  and  who  every  day  grew  more 
weak  and  infirm,  did  not  discourage 
their  meetings,  because,  in  all  the 
fondness  of  a  partial  parent,  he  trusted 
the  beauty  and  merits  of  his  daughter 
would  at  length  secure  her  a  protector 
in  the  man  he  distinguished  and  esteem- 
ed, and  in  whom  he  constantly  disco- 
vered fresh  and  unequivocal  proofs  of 
afiection  towards  her.  While  de  CIc- 
ance  lived,  however,  Moraldi  was  well 
aware  Eloise  never  could  he  his  ;  lur 
poor  and  reduced  as  was  his  coiulition^ 
he  knew  his  soul  to  be  tl>e  proud  seat  of 
honour,  and  that  the  almost  expiring* 
end^ers  of  latent  courage,  would  be 
rekindled  to  punisli  the  betrayer  of  his 
child,  lie  was  the  more  fully  con- 
vinced of  this ;    for^    after  pa&sii^  a 
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wliole  morning  in  the  company  of 
Eloisc,  he  was  met  On  his  departure  at 
the  door  by  de  Clean ce,  who,  when  he 
had  coolly  and  dispassionately  repre- 
sented the  impropriety  there  would  be 
in  a  continuance  of  his  present  conduct, 
ingenuously  told  him,  that  he  must 
either  desist  from  his  visits,  or  pub- 
licly and  openly  avow  his  motives  for 
proceeding  in  them.  Moraldi,  un- 
preparrvl  tor  the  attack,  and  entirely 
thrown  off  his  guard  by  the  decisive 
manner  of  de  Cleance,  cast  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  and  was  at  a  loss  for  a 
reply  ;  then  muttered  something  about 
^*  his  respect  for  him,  his  admiration 
of  Eloise,  his  wishes,  his  attachment  ;■ 
but  he  went  no  further ;  his  answer 
was  cowardly  and  evasive ;  and  at  the 
moment  truth  and  conviction  flashed 
on  the  high  mind  of  de  Cleance,  he 
c  3  spurned 


30 

.spurned    him    from   his    dwclUng    in 
silence  and  contempt. 

"  He  is  unworthy  of  you,  my 
child,  my  darling !"  exclaimed  the 
generous  father,  as  he  clasped  tlie  sor- 
rowing Eloise  to  his  bosom ;  he  is  a 
villain  !  has  betrayed  my  confidence, 
has  deceived  you  !  yet  still  I  thank 
Thee,  Providence,"  he  added,  Mdiile  a 
ray  of  transient  pjeasmc  li^^hrr  ed  up 
liis  pensive  aspect,  ''  that  though  I 
die  the  victim  of  perfidy  and  duplicity, 
1  am  still  deceived,  I  never  was  the 
deceiver  1"  He  was  a  villain  !  but 
alas  1  this  was  no  balm  to  the  wound 
that  villainy  had  inflicted;  nor  had  the 
sober  admonitions  of  reason,  power  to 
efll^'ace  impressions,  nursed  in  solitude 
and  retirement  by  a  generous  and  en- 
thusiastic mind  ;  her  love  was  as  unal- 
terable as  it  had  been  pure  and  sincere, 

and 
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and  the  consciousness  of  her  lover's 
falsehood,  only  served  to  add  venom 
to  the  canker  which  was  daily  feeding 
on  the  sap  of  her  existence.  In  the 
interim,  Moraldiw^as  actuated  by  every 
feehng  of  rage  and  moitification  ;  and 
to  that  passion,  which  oppodtion  had 
but  tended  to  increase,  was  now  added 
hatred  and  indignation  towards  de 
Cleance,  whom  he  viewed  as  the  in- 
surmountable barrier  between  him  and 
his  wishes;  and  with  a  diabohcal  re- 
solution, which  was  strengthened  by 
the  advice  of  his  infam_ous  servant  and 
tool  Corvino,  he  determined  to  rid 
himself  at  once,  of  the  man  whose 
kindness  and  hospitahty  were  both 
sunk  in  the  idea  that  he  had  dared  to 
chastise  and  frustrate  his  designs.  An 
exile,  and  a  foreigner,  who  would  re- 
venge his  cause,  or  discover  his  as- 
sassin ?  Eloise  would  be  his  prize,  and 
c  4  a  sum 
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a  sum  of  money,  with  large  promises 
of  future  support  and  preferment,  were 
to  be  the  perpetrator  Corvino's :  in 
effect,  the  schenie  was  but  too  well 
laid,  but  too  well  executed  ;  and  it 
must  appear  an  extraordinary  conca- 
tenation of  events,  that  it  was  on  the 
fatal  Eve  of  San  Pietro,  when  fate 
closed  the  life  and  sufferings  of  the 
r.«I*rrppy  de  Cleance;  for,  after  ic- 
t'urning  from  a  solitary  evening's  walk, 
where  the  beauty  of  the  weather  had 
fempted  him  to  ramble  farther  than 
was  his  wonted  custom,  he  received  a 
poniard  at  his  heart;  and  ere  his  eyes 
could  distinguish  his  murderer,  his 
Spirit  fled,  and  death  sealed  them  up 
for  ever. 

Eloisjc,  in  the  mean  time,  had  pre- 
pared their  frugal  repast ;  and  having 
placed  the  room  in  order  against  her 

father's 
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father's  return,  seated  herself  by  the 
lattice,  and  with  her  eyes  unconsci- 
ously ri vetted  on  the  distant  prospect, 
continued  to  meditate  and  reflect,  till 
the  approach  of  darkness  recalled  her 
scattered  ideas,  and  reminded  her  of 
lier  father.  It  was  much  beyond  his 
usuai  hour ;  yet,  as  the  evening  was 
mild  and  refreshing,  he  might  have 
Been  induced  to  stray  beyond  his  cus- 
tomary bounds ;  the  distant  convent- 
bell,  however,  chiming  another  half 
hour,  filled  her  with  alarm  and  uneasi- 
ness. She  looked  from  the  windbw, 
but  saw  him  not ;  she  listened  at  the 
gate,  but  the  sound  of  his  well-known 
footstep  struck  not  on  her  ear;  half 
distracted,  yet  unknowing  whither  to 
seek  him,  she  tied  on  her  hat,  and  hay- 
ing dispatched  the  servant  one  way, 
wias  pi^paring  herself  to  leave  the  cot- 
tage, when  something  hke  a  litter, 
c  5  borne 
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borne  by  two  men,  chained  her  in  hor- 
ror to  the  spot.  They  approaclied  ;• 
their  air  and  liabits  were  familiar  to 
her ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  glim- 
mering light  they  heM,  shewed  the 
well  remembered  features  of  jMoraldi. 
A  sickening  sensation  struck  cold  to 
her  Iieart.  ''  My  father  !  Oh,  my  fa- 
ther !"  was  all  she  uttered,  as  tottering 
to  tlie  door,  she  fell  against  its  porch. 
Moraldi  instantly  raised  and  boKe  her 
into  the  apartment,  while  Corvino  de- 
posited the  still  bleeding  body  on  the 
bed.  When  somewhat  restored  to  sense 
and  composure,  the  former  related,  in 
the  most  tender  and  delicate  manner^ 
the  particulars  of  the  sad  accident 
which,  he  said,  had  once  more 
brought  him  under  that  roof,  from 
whence  the  harsh  commands  of  her 
father  .ad  severely  banished  him. 
With  well  dissembled  tears  of  sympa- 
thy 
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thy  and  distress  lie  entered  into  her 
sorrows,  assured  her,  through  the 
world  he  would  protect  her,  against  all 
the  ills  of  life  he  would  be  her  guardian 
and  defence.  He  then  proceeded  to 
iRform  her,  that  from  the  time  de 
Cieance  had  forbidden  his  visits  he  had 
unceasingly  hovered  round  the  spot 
where  she  resided ;  and  while  his 
honour  recoiled  from  urging  her  to  see 
him  privately,  his  only  consolation  was 
in  breatliing  the  air  she  respired,  in 
tracing  the  path  she  had  imprinted  ; 
that  this  evening  he  had  wandered 
through  the  roads  leading  to  the  cot- 
tage, and  hearing'  suddenly  the  cry  of 
distress,  had  flown  to  the  place  from 
whence  it  issued,  just  time  enough 
to  receive  the  last  sigh  of  the  murdered 
de  Cieance.  '*  In  death,"  however, 
continued  the  villain,  '*  he  did  me  jus- 
tice j  for  he  bade  me  comfort  and  pro- 
c  6  tect 
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tect  his  dauglitcr.  His  torn  and  mu- 
tilated garments  convinced  me  he  had 
fallen  a  sacrifice  to  some  mercenary  and 
remorseless  plunderer,  whom  his  gallant 
resistance  had  incensed.  Most  oppor- 
tunely, Corvino,  whom  1  had  desired 
to  bring  my  letters  from  the  city,  came 
up  with  me  at  this  moment,  and  assist* 
cd  to  convey  home  his  beloved  and  ever- 
to-be-iTgretted  remains,"  He  stopt; 
a  law  howling  of  the  wind  sounded 
like  the  last  deep  groan  of  the  dying  de 
Cleance,  and  struck  fearfully  to  his 
conscience.  In  the  proper  time  the 
body  of  this  mifortunate  man  was  in- 
terred in  the  cemetery  of  the  adjacent 
monastery  ;  but  his  memory  long  was 
cherished  in  the  bosom  of  his  hapless 
offspring. 

For  some  months  after  his  decease 
the  visits  of  Moraldi  were  seldom  and 

respect- 


respectful ;  and,  with  the  most  dellcatfe 
insmiiations,  he  seemed  tenacious  lest 
any  indulgence  of  his  own  should  prove 
destructive  to  the  honour  of  her, 
"  whose  fame,"  he  declared,  **  was 
dearer  to  him  than  existence."  Whea 
with  her,  he  spent  houi-s  in  eulogiums 
on  the  character  of  her  lost  parent ; 
but  forbore  (though  every  enraptured 
look  gave  testimony  to  the  tenderness 
cf  his  feelings)  to  mention  the  subject 
of  his  love,  lest  he  shouW  alarm  and 
distress  her. 

That  these  respectful  and  insinuat- 
ing attentions  should  not  daily  gain 
ground  upon  a  heart,  already  prepos- 
sessed in  his  favour,  would  be  unnatu- 
ral and  improbable;  when  we  consider, 
too,  that  that  heart  was  a  solitary  one ; 
and  that  inMoraldi,  Eioise  beheld  her 
only  friend,  her  only  companion ;  the 
1  mind 
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mind  must    be   hard,    indeed,    which 
could  blame  a  sentiment  the  most  rigid 
censurer  would  have  pitied  and  deplor- 
ed.    Destituteof  relative  tics,  confined 
in  circumstances,    reared  in  solitude, 
and    wholly    unacquainted    with    the 
world,    let  the  breath  of  extenuation 
wave  lightly  over  her  errors,  and  repel 
the  ruder  blast,  which  too  often  nips 
the  blossoms  of  contrition  and  amend- 
ment.  Her  heart  was  innately  virtuous, 
but  her  imagination  ardent,  and  herself 
too  much  the  child  of  nature  and  sin- 
cerity to  distrust  the  want  of  it  in  an- 
other ;    till    acquainted   with  IMoraldi, 
all  the  tenderness  of  her  disposition  had 
centered  in  her  father ;  with  him  she 
had  quitted  France^  and  from  him  had 
acquired  every  instructive  lesson,  save 
that  of  conquering  those  feelings,  and 
acquiring  that  penetration,  to  the  want 
of  which  he  had  owed  all  his  own  ca- 
lamities 
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lamities  and  sufferings.  Deprived  by  a 
dreadful  accident  of  this  parent,  and 
thrown  entirely  on  the  protection  of  the 
man  she  loved,  without  one  other  be- 
ing to  advise  or  counsel  her,  whither 
could  she  go  ? 

It  was  now  she  was  on  the  point  of 
betraying  to  him  the  secret  of  her  name 
and  origin .;  it  was  now  she  would  have 
implored  him  to  seek  that  brother,  who 
Avandered  an  alien  through  the  world. 
Yet,  dared  she  do  this?  Dared  she 
break  the  promise  long  since  ratified 
to  her  father,  never  to  discover  the 
real  history  of  her  family  ?  Conscious 
of  the  impropriety  of  her  present  situa- 
tion, yet  unknowing  where  to  seek 
another ;  fearing  to  admit  Moraldi,  yet 
bereft  and  wretched  when  he  did  not 
appear,  she  became  at  length  the  suitor, 
and  besought  him  to  fulfil  those  vows 

he 
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he  had  so  long  and  so  fervently  pro-^ 
tested.  Now,  then,  was  his  moment 
to  tnumph  ;  he  knew  his  power,  grew 
indifferent  in  manner,  less  frequent  in 
his  visits,  and  cool  in  his  professions. 
Eloise  was  petrified ;  in  vain  slie  rea- 
soned, argued,  reflected  ;  in  vain  pride 
and  indignation  were  summoned  to  her 
aid ;  love,  tenderness,  and  misery,  too 
strongly  combated  ;  she  entreated  his 
return  ;  she  became  the  victim,  of  his^ 
perMdy. 

From  that  fatal  period  peace  and^ 
satisfaction  were  for  ever  banished  the^^ 
breast  of  tiiis  unfortunate  woman  ;  she 
awoke  from  her  fleeting  dream  of  hap- 
piness to  convictions  that  harrowed 
and  confounded  her.  A  few  short 
months  not  only  brought  her  to  the 
keenest  sense  of  her  own  disgrace,  but 
proved,  that  he,  for  whom  she  had  for- 
feited 
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felted  iimacence,  character,  respecta- 
bility, was  indeed  a  villain  ;  and  that 
the  man,  whose  idea  had  become  en- 
grafted with  her  very  existence,  whom 
siie  liad  loved  with  all  the  purity  and 
tenderness  of  an  unadulterated  heart, 
whose  artful  insinuations  had  created 
the  wannest  interest  in  her  breast,  was 
unworthy,  and  had  deceived  her ;  was 
the  -  reverse  of  the  character  he  had 
assumed,  and  her  credulous  imagina- 
tion  had  believed :  yet,  while  the  sad 
assurance  doomed  her  days  to  sorrow 
and  her  nights  to  misery,  her  keenest 
pang  was  in  the  serwse  of  his  crimes,  as 
her  earliest  prayer,  her  latest  supplica- 
tion, was  for  his  amendment  and  re- 
pentance ;  and  while  anxiety  for  the 
dreadful  fate  to  which  she  foresaw  his 
vices  must  in  the  end  reduce  him,  rent 
her  bosom,  a  placid  consolation  fol- 
lowed 
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lowed  licr  orisons,  as  she  exclaimed,  in 
the  words  of  her  fatlier,  "  I  thank 
Thee,  Providence,  I  am  the  deceived, 
and  not  tlie  deceiver  !  Fill  up,  oh  my 
Gpd  !  the  measure  of  my  anguish  to 
the  brink  ;  I  have  deserved  it  all !  I 
will  raise  the  cup  to  my  hps  without  a 
murmur." 

She  reprnarKed  him  not  with  in- 
gratitude ;  for,  could  the  baseness  of 
his  conduct  be  to  her  sensible  and 
naturally  delicate  mind  any  extenua- 
tion of  her  own  ?  She  asked  him  not 
to  marry  her;  for,  though  the  perfor- 
mance of  a  church  ceremony  might  re- 
store her  to  the  prostituted  opinion  of 
the  world,  it  could  not  ensure  the  par- 
don of  an  offended  Maker,  or  recall 
the  approbation  of  her  own  heart,  for 
ever  forfeited  and  for  ever  ikd.     To 
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Ills  desire,  that  she  would  receive  the 
society  he  wished  to  introduce  to  her 
acquaintance,  she  mildly  intreated  he 
woiud  leave  her  to  her  sorrows  and  her 
repentance;  hut  to  his  command,  that 
she  should  do  so,  she  submitted  in 
silence  to  her  fate.  Ah  !  how  often, 
when  the  noise  of  revelry,  the  shouts  of 
intoxication,  and  the  language  of  pro- 
fane libertinism,  liavp  shocked  her  ears, 
would  she  not  have  joyfully  exchanged 
her  splendid  jewels,  and  her  costly 
villa,  for  the  humblest  garb,  the  lowest 
hovel  virtuous  poverty  could  have .  af- 
forded !  But  whither  can  the  humble 
child  of  error  seek  a  refuge  ?  •  While 
effrontive  vice  basks  in  the  sunshine  of 
prosperity,  every  door  is  barred  against 
the  timid  and  repentant  sinner ;  cus- 
tom and  opinion,  the  despotic  usurpers 
of  pity  and  humanity,  are  contaminated 
by  lier  presence,  and  she  sinks  the  prey 
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of  despairing  guilt,  because  the  liand  of 
charity  is  withheld  by  the  fear  of  censure. 

In  the  space  of  two  years  she"  be- 
came'the  mother  of  a  male  iiifimt,  who* 
Jived  not  long  to  be  her  consolation, 
and  by  this  time  the  fortunes  of  Mo- 
raldi  were   arrived  at  so  desperate   a 
state,  that  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
he  should    fotm  some  plan  for  xlieir 
speedy  re-estabhshment.    That  of  mar- 
riage oifered  as  the  readiest  prospect  of 
success  ;  yet,  notwithstanding  his  re- 
peated inconstancies,  as  far  as  his  self- 
ish nature  was  capable  of  attachment, 
that  attachment  had  rested  on  Eloise 
de  Cleance ;  and  the  idea  of  losing  her 
at  this  time,   which  he  knew  must  be 
the  case,    were   she    informed   of  his. 
marriage,  was  one  he  could  not  easily 
reconcile.     So  wonderfully  interwoven 
had  been  every  link  in  the  chain  of  his 

eventful 
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eventful  life,  that  his  first  meetinor  with 
Ubaldo  (a  meeting  planned  and  con- 
certed by  the  latter)  had  taken  place  on 
the  day  twelvemonths  from  tlie  murder 
of  de  Cleance  ;   a  meeting,  which  con- 
vinced him,  that  his  diabolical  secret  was 
in  the  possession  of  anotlier,  and  himself 
for  ever  in  the  power  of  a  man,  as  dan- 
gerous as  he  was  determined.    Horror- 
struck  at  tlie  assurance,  and  wholly  at 
a    loss    to   account    by    what  natural 
means  Ubaldo  had  obtained  a  know- 
ledge of  the  circumstance;    the  hour 
^nd  his  own  conscience  so  completely 
^•ot  the  better  of  his  usually  unda^iated 
s|)irit,   tJiat  he  submitted  as  to  a  beiiig 
of  imaiortai   agency.      That  (x)rvu;o 
had   betra^'/cd  him,    he   considered    as 
liighly    improbable ;     lie    liad    proved 
him   tried  and  faitlUul ;  and   that   h^ 
,shou!d  desert   him,     and   in    him   his 
own  inta-est  and  future  provision,  for  a 
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stranger,  an  adventurer,  without  friends 
or  resources,   was  not  likely. 

Not  long,  however,  did  he  remain 
in  douht  as  to  the  means  by  which 
Ubaldo  had  discovered  the  murder  of 
de  Cleance;  for  the  unexpected  sight 
of  the  dagger  on  his  table  caused  him 
instantly  to  interrogate  Corvino,  who, 
after  some  hesitation,  confessed  that 
the  poniard  he  had  given  him  to  exe- 
cute the  dreadful  {\qqA,  had  in  the 
scuffle  fallen  to  the  ground  ;  and  when 
on  recollection  he  returned  to  seek  it, 
was  no  where  to  be  found.  It  was  now 
therefore  beyond  all  doubt  that  he  was, 
and  must  ever  remain,  the  slave  of  Ubal- 
do ;  he  held  '  a  damning  proof  against 
him,  and  consequently  had  it  at  all 
times  in  his  power  to  bring  him  to  a 
disgraceful  and  ignominious  death.  To 
>vhat  end  he  had  obtained  that  power, 
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or  wliy  he  should  have  singled  him  out 
as  the  ohject  of  his  particOlar  persecu- 
tions, was  a  point  that  had  bewildered 
him  through  life ;  for  vain  were  his  en- 
quiries, fruitless  all  his  endeavours  to 
discover  the  origin,  history,  or  con-» 
nexionsof  this  wonderful  man. 

When  he  had  first  entered  on  his  ca- 
reer at  Naples,  and  his  seductive  man- 
ners and  imposing  address  gained  him 
access  to  the  best  societies,  the  general 
question  had  been.  Who  is  he,  and  from 
whence  does  he  come  ?  but  none  could 
answer ;  and  such  was  the  proud  dig- 
nity of  his  deportment,  that  the  personal 
interrogatory    was    ever    checked    by 
the   fear   of  offending,    or  losing   an 
inmate,    whose   wit  and    conversation, 
spread  an  irresistible  fascination  wher- 
ever he  displayed  it.     Time,  however, 
whose  progress,  though  slow,  is  certain, 
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at  leng-tli  betrayed,  that  Ubaldo  liad 
supported  himself  by  play  ;  and  that 
he  had  more  than  once  been  detected 
in  practising  unfair  means,  to  ensuie 
that  success  which  invariably  attended 
him ;  while  his  close  connexion  with 
Morano,  and  his  evident  increase  of 
expense,  from  the  period  it  com- 
menced, finally  served  to  injure  the 
fame  of  the  ^farchese,  and  debase  his 
own,  in  the  public  estimation,  who 
could  not  but  despise  and  condemn  a 
character,  which,  gifted  with  under- 
standing, and  endowed  with  talents, 
yet  descended  to  a  base  and  igno* 
minions  depen<iance,  and  raised  on  the 
vices  or  weakness  of  another  an  eter- 
nal trophy  to  their  mutual  intlimy  and 
tliso-race.  That  there  was  some  hid- 
den  cause  for  his  intimacy  and  power 
overtheMarehese,  became  the  geiteral 
opinion  ;   and  as  suspicion  was  now 
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marked  on  every  countenance,  and  a 
rcport  universally  circulated,  thatUbal- 
do  was  piivy  to,  if  not  concerned  in; 
some  dark  transactions  of  iiis  patron's 
life  ;  he  had  sufficient  penetration, 
timely  to  retreat  from  those  parties, 
whence  he  foresaw  he  would  soon  ha\e 
been  openly  expelled.  Thus  deprived 
of  many  quondam  resources,  it  became 
doubly  necessary  to  forward  the  for- 
tunes of  his  victim  ;  and  to  this  end, 
a  marriage  with  the  \vealthy  Juliana  di 
]Morano  was  planned  and  concluded ; 
while  the  unhappy  Eloise,  daily  declin- 
ing in  health  and  spirits,  readily  accept- 
ed the  offer  of  Moraldi,  to  remove  to  a 
small  retired  cottage  he  had  purchased 
some  miles  from  the  city,  alledging, 
that  a  reduction  of  his  expenses  was 
absolutely  necessary ;  though,  in  re- 
ality, it  was  only  to  keep  her  from  the 
knowledge  of  the  Morano  family.  It 
VOL.  III.  D  was 
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was  ill  (lie  course  of  tlic-fnc  ycar.y 
after  liis  luiptlals  with  Juliana  were  so- 
ieninized,  thut  Ubaklo  being*  openly 
aecu."5e(l  at  the  gaming  table,  by  his 
iuhersan',  of  false  play,  a  violent  scuf- 
fle ensued,  wlicn  tlu'  former^  mad  with 
rage  and  niortiiication,  drew  a  stiletto 
lie  always  carried  in  Ifis  bosom,  and 
by  one  skilful,  though  treacherous 
blow,  soon  proved  tlie  death  of  the 
vnifortunate  being,  who  had  darevl  to 
contend  with  so  powerful  and  perli-- 
dious  an. antagonist.  Ihe  moment  he 
fell,  Ubaklo  made  towards  the  door ; 
but  heie,  for  once,  his  usual  good  for- 
tune forsook  him ;  he  was  seized,  hur- 
ried to  prison,  and  the  fact  of  murder 
being  incontrovertibly  proved,  con- 
.demned  to  die  !  Now,  therefore,  A\'as 
tlie  time  to  exert  his  influence  over 
the  Marchcse. 

*'  Remember, 
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^'^  Remember,  Momldi !"  he  wrote, 
tlie  day  preceding  that  appointed  for 
his  execution,  '^  your  hitlierto  weak 
exertions  in  my  favour,  are  not  suffi- 
cient to  counteract  my  designs,  or 
frustrate  my  intentions  with  respect  to 
}'ou.  Iicniember  the  Eve  of  San  Pie- 
tro  !  rememher,  one  jxatl],  hoM  ever 
narrow,  must  he  our  nuitual  way 
through  life  ;  fly  then  !  save  me  from 
my  impending  fate !  or  to-morrow's 
dawn,  that  vv^itnesses  my  death,  seals 
the  doom  of  tlie  ]\Iarchese  dl  ]Mo^ 
rano  !" 

With  every  mingled  sensation  of 
liorror  and  dismay,  did  the  wretcned 
^larchese  peruse  this  letter.  How  to 
succour  him  he  knew  not ;  all  lu*s 
interest  at  court  had  been  exerted  to 
no  effect ;  money  would  be  useless  ; 
stratagem,  therefore,  ^vas  his  only 
p  2  liope^ 
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l^opcand  one  nli^'ht,   the  short  space 
allotted  to  save  him  fiom  destruction. 
The  prison  in  which  Uljaldo  was  con- 
fined,  was  a  building  of  very  ancient 
structure,    and    used,  in  former  days, 
for  the  purposes  of  fortification  ;  tlie 
variety   of  cells,    concealed   passages, 
and  stupendous  height  of  the  m  hole, 
at   length,   however,    induced  the   le- 
gislature to  have  it  repaired,  and  ioj-m- 
ed  into  a  prison  for  criminals  convicted 
of  capital  olTences  ;  and  in  a  dark  and 
loathsome  dungeon,  at  the  very  sum- 
mit of  one  of  its  towers,  lay  extended, 
on  his  bed  of  straw,    the    once    pro- 
sperous and  admired  Ubaldo  ;  a  small 
grated  window,  looking  over  a  river, 
which  flowed  round   that  part  of  the 
edifice,   made   it  hopeless  for  him  to 
tliink  of  escape;  and  he  watched  the 
setting  of  the  sun,  and  the  approach  of 
night,  without  gaining  any  tidings  of 

the 


53 

the  jNIarchcse,  or  foreseeing  the  smallest 
prospect   of    deliverance.      The  sums 
with   which    he    w^as    constantly   and 
amply  supplied  by  Morano,  had,  how- 
ever, secured  to  him  .tw^o  advantages  : 
his   letter  had  been   safely  conveyed, 
and  the  gaoler,   dazzled  by    the  pro- 
fuseness  of  his  offers,  and  trusting  in 
the  security  of  the  cell,  had  consented 
to  remove  the  heavy  chains  which  ma- 
nacled his  limbs.     Now  he  traversed 
the  narrow  boundary  of  his  dungeon! 
now  he   raved    in   execration  on  the 
name  of  Moraldi !  vainly  liis  eager  eye 
rested  on  the  grating  of  his  window  ! 
vainlv  his  strono-  arm  sliook  the  rustv 
bars   on  their  foundation  !  ineifectual 
were  all  his  efforts ;  and,  in  an  agony 
of  frenzied  despair,    he  dashed  him- 
self prostrate  on  the  earth!    IMorano, 
in  the  interim,  had,  by  the  most  ear- 
nest application,  obtained  permission 
p  3  for 
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hour  alone,  with  a  religious,  before 
he  slept ;  this  request  being  accorded, 
h\  the  disguise  of  a  Carmelite  Monk 
lie  hastened  to  the  prison,  and  pre- 
senting his  order  to  the  Governor,  was 
admitted  to  Ubaldo. 

*'  Conceal  these!*'  he  exclaimed, 
drawing  some  iron  instruments  ficra 
under  his  garment,  *^  and  in  the  dead 
of  nighi  force  your  way  through  the 
grating,  dare  to  brave  the  stream,  and 
I,  with  Corvino,  ^yill  wait  to  succour 
you.'*  He  could  add  little  more;  the 
rest  of  tliS  time  was  spent  in  united 
efforts  to  loosen  the  middle  bar,  and 
thereby  effect  an  opening,  which  they 
had  just  concluded,  when  the  entrance 
of  the  gaoler  announced  the  ex- 
pi  mi:  ion  of  the  stated  period. 

"  Eemember, 
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^'  Remember,  son,  my  instruc- 
tions,"' said  the  pretended  Friar,  as 
he  left  the  prison,  *;  and  hope  may 
still  he  yours," 

He  now  repaired  to  an  obscure 
lodging,  hired  in  the  city,  for  the 
better  carrying  on  of  many  infamous 
designs  ;  and  there  chauging  his  habit 
for  tliat  of  a  lislierman,  was  soon, 
with  Corviuo,  on  the  border  of  the 
stream,  where  their  little  bark  quickly 
conveyed  them  undei  the  window  of 
Ubaldo's  prison.  All  now  was  hush, 
while  the  uncommon  darkness  of  th-e 
night  seemed  to  favour  an  enterprise, 
which  was  once  more  to  prove  the 
better  genius  of  Ubaldo ;  already  the 
aperture  was  effected,  by  the  strength 
and  ingenuity  of  his  operations  ;  the 
fi-aoler  had  ©one  his  rounds ;  and  the 
distant  beat  of  the  low  muttled  drum, 
D  4  proclaimed 
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proclaimed  the  midnight  hour,  and 
warned  each  wretched  inhahitant  to 
prepare  for  approaching  death  !  Now, 
in  hollow  sounds,  he  caucht  the  echoes 
of  the  workmen  employed  in  erecting 
his  scaffold :  at  that  moment  a  smile 
of  malignant  triumph  flashed  over  his 
countenance.  '^  Man  !"  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  concluded  his  work  at  the 
grating,  ^'how  vain  thy  hoasted  se- 
curity !  power,  how  insignificant  thy 
attributes!  a  little  stratagem  destroys 
them  all ;  and  Ubaldo  yet  shall  live, 
to  compleat  his  vengeance,  and  fulfil 
l)is  vow!"  He  now  raised  his  signal, 
which  was  immediately  answered  ;  and 
tlien  climbing,  by  means  of  the  broken 
and  projecting  stones,  to  the  window, 
looked  around  him  ;  he  saw  the  boat, 
he  distinguished  the  persons  of  his 
confederates,  but  the  depth  was  fright- 
ful !   and  his  bold,   undaunted  spirit, 
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almost  sunk  in  the  contemplation  of 
it.  Again  the  drum  beat  hollow;  it 
was  near  upon  the  hour  of  one ;  at 
three  he  was  to  die  :  the  thou^-ht  p-aye 
energy,  gave  fire:  and,  covering  his 
face  with  his  garment,  he  plunged  in^ 
stantly  into  the  river.  His  fall  was, 
close  beside  the  boat,  but,  from  the. 
stupendous  height,  he  was  nearly  dead,- 
M'hen  received  into  it  by  the  Mar-. 
chese  ;  the  restoratives  he  used,  how- 
ever, soon  recovered  him,  and  in  less 
than  half  an  hour  he  was  safely  con?: 
cealed  in  the  lodgings  of  the  Marchese,. 
W'here,  by  a  variety  of  arts  and  con- 
trivances, he  was  soon  so  compleatly 
metamorphosed,  as  excepting  in  a 
certain  peculiar  cast  of  feature,  to  re- 
tain but  little  resemblance  to  the  once, 
well-known  Ubaldo.  He  then,  on  foot, 
set  forth  through  the  city,  lioping,'  if 
possible,  to  reach  the  monastery  (which, 
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iiation,)  before  the  following  night. 
The  vigilance  of  his  pursuers  fre- 
quently obliged  hi"m  to  lialt  upon  his 
road,  and  secrete  himself  in  the  woods  ; 
in  one  of  these  it  was,  that  the  storm 
described  by  the  Fatlicr  Jerome  over- 
took him.  With  difficulty,  also,  did 
he  escape  the  bands  of  prowhng  ban- 
ditti, against  whom  he  more  than 
once  made  a  gallant  and  successful  re- 
sistance. His  arrival  at  the  monastery 
has  already  been  related  ;  where,  soon, 
by  the  influence  of  jMorano,  in  the 
proud  and  powerful  Abbatc  Zanotti, 
the  culprit  Ubaldo  was  buried  and 
forgotten.  Yet  never  for  a  moment 
could  he  be  forgotten  in  the  mind  of 
the  Marchese,  over  whom  lie  ruled 
more  despotically  than  ever  ;  and  who, 
at  length,  galled  by  his  tyranny,  and 
incensed  at  his  arrogance,  determined, 
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if  possible,  to  make  one  violent  ef]fl)rf, 
aiui  rid  liiniself  of  a  man,  ^vho  was  at 
once  ills  terror  and  liis  scourge.  Still,. 
here.ao-ain  the  o-ood  o'enius  of  Ubaldo; 
prevailed,  and  the  poison  adminij^tered 
at  the  wedchng  supper  of  his  son, 
proved,  by  the  just  suspicions  of  the 
ever-watcliful  Zanotti,  but  the  death- 
blow of  Olivia  ;  for  having  adroitly 
changed  the  glasses,  he  returned  to  the 
convent,  exulting  in  Ids  own  pene- 
tration, and  only  more  determined  and 
nialio:nant  in  his  desio-ns  a^'ainst  the 
Marehese.  The  means  by  Avliich  he 
gained  tlie  guilty  weapon  of  Morano 
is  already  known  ;  long  observant  of 
his  every  action,  he  traced  him  that 
night  towards  tlie  cottage,  where  a  mo- 
mentarv  nei>ii2:ence  secured  it  tohim- 
self,  while  in  the  apostacy  of  the  vil- 
lain Corvino,  his  dearest  purposes  were 
complcated.  When  is  it  that  die 
B  6  smallest 
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smallest  particle  of  fidelity  is  to  be 
found  among  the  wicked  ?  This  axiom 
Corvino  fully  demonstrated  ;  for,  while 
he  drained  the  coffers,  while  he  worked 
on  the  guilty  fears  of  his  Lord,  he 
])ecame  also  the  tool  and  colleao-ire  of 
Ills  most  inveterate  foe.  Long,  how- 
ever, did  he  not  enjoy  his  ill-gotten 
wealth  and  independance,  for,  con- 
science awakening  from  her  transient 
slumber,  that  cottage,  the  reward  of 
his  infamous  labours,  became,  in  ima- 
gination, the  nightly  scene  of  blood 
and  despair :  in  every  murmur  of  the 
wind,  the  groan  of  de  Cleance  was 
re-echoed :  in  every  shadow  of  the 
moon,  the  murdered  form  of  de  Cle- 
ance was  reflected.  It  was  after 
one  of  these  nights  of  torturing  re- 
morse, that  he  repaired  to  Lavora,  and 
held  that  conversation  in  the  garden, 
with  Zanotti,     which    communicated 
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such  terror  to  the  soul  of  Viola.  It 
was  then  he  declared  he  would  hasten 
to  the  capital,  and  make  a  full  and 
unreserved  confession  of  his  crimes, 
rather  than  bear  those  tormenting  re- 
flections which  constantly  haunted 
him  by  day,  and  robbed  him  of  repose 
by  night ;  but  the  arguments,  the 
threats,  the  promises  of  Zanotti,  finally 
succeeded  ;  and  the  coward  love  of 
life  once  more  induced  him  to  stifle 
the  monitor  of  his  bosom,  and  still 
exist  for  those  high  rewards  and  ad- 
vantages his  wary  employer  pledged 
himself  to  bestow  ;  while  Zanotti,  sub- 
tie  in  his  vengeance,  and  refining  on 
malice,  though  secure  of  Corvino  in 
himself,  daily  harrassed  the  mind  of  the 
Marchese  with  apprehensions  of  his  per- 
fidy and  impeachment.  It  may  appear 
inconsistent,  that  one  so  pohtic  should 
ever  have,  in  any  degree,  placed  himself 
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in  the  po^.vcr  of  a  vulgar  and  merce- 
nary villain  :  olten  in  the  future  succes* 
sion  of  years  had  he  sincerely  regretted 
the  necessity  which  reduced  him  to  it ; 
yet,  though  he  had  of  himself  succeeded 
in  holding  the  grand  clue  to  i\Ioraldi's 
actions,  it  was  still  requisite  he  should 
he  informed  of  his  minutest  word  and 
proceeding ;  his  own  confidential  ser- 
vant, therefore,  was  the  most  certain 
means,  and  very  little  corruption  was 
necessarv  to  hrinq;  him  over  to  his  in- 
terest :  for  Ubaldo's  knowledge  of  hu- 
man nature  had  early  taught  him,  that 
the  man,  who  is  once  induced  to  be  a  tool 
to  the  vices  of  one  employer,  does  not 
long  hesitate  at  becoming  the  villain  of 
another  ;  and  while  he  used  him  as  the 
base  instrument  to  betray  his  master, 
he  despised  him  too  much  to  trust  him, 
and  never  sui^crcd  a  syllable  to  esca|>e, 
that  could  lead  to  the  dcvclopement  of 

his 
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Ills  own  character  and  origin,  or  the 
hidden  and  rnv^sterious  motives  for 
which  he  existecL 

For  two  years  after  his  marriage, 
Morano  continued  to  visit  tb.e  cottage 
where  dwelt  the  lovely  and  ill-fated 
Eloise.  To  XJbaldo  alone  was  the  se- 
cret of  lier  residence  entrusted;  and 
he,  in  the  frequent  absences  of  the 
Marchese,  was  the  only  being  who 
ever  broke  the  dreary  solitude  of  her 
life.  Unconscious  of  all  that  past,  and 
ignorant  of  his  union  with  Juliana, 
slie  looked  forward  to  her  approaching 
confinement,  as  to  a  circumstance 
fraught  with  the  only  pleasure  she  now 
could  experience ;  for  the  indifference 
of  Moraldi  towards  her  increased  daily, 
and  his  capricious  nature,  (though 
hating  his  wife,)  was  at  last  gradually 
alienating  from    the    hapless    victim 
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common  humanity  should  have  taisaht 
him  to  cherish.  In  the  frequent  inter- 
views she  had  with  Ubalclo,  she  had 
always  treated  him  as  tlie  friend  of  ^lo- 
raldi,  had  often  kimcnted  her  fate  and 
indiscretions,  and  looking  up  to  him 
as  to  a  man  of  most  superior  sense  and 
understanding,  requested  his  advice, 
and  souo-ht  his  mediation  between  her 
and  Moraldi,  whom  she  still  could  not 
but  regard  as  the  object  of  her  earliest 
affections,  and  the  parent  of  her  child. 
Her  youth,  her  beauty,  her  unpro- 
tected state,  and  above  all,  that  inge- 
nuous simplicity  which  irresistibly 
steals  into  the  heart,  proved  the  fasci- 
nation of  Ubaldo :  in  her  presence,. 
his  projects,  his  plans,  his  very  cha- 
racter, seemed  to  be  laid  aside,  and  he 
who  was  inaccessible  to  friendship, 
whose  rugged,  hardened  spirit,  appear- 
ed incapable  of  one  gentle  feeling,  who 

had 
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had  e.vistccl  but  on  the  destruction  df 
otlieis,  and  lived  only  to  pvey  upon 
his  species,  became  the  slave  of  a  wo- 
man, and  of  tlie  passion  witli  which 
she  inspired  liim.  Long  was  it,  ere  the 
eyes  of  Eloise  opened  to  a  circum- 
stance that  fdled  her  with  horror  and 
dismay,  while  a  month,  daring  which 
she  had  given  birth  to  a  daughter, 
brought  neither  the  I\Iarchese  nor  any 
tidings  of  him  ;  of  Ubaldo  she  anxious- 
ly inquired  ;  but  his  answers  were 
vague,  evasive,  and  confused  ;  and  to 
her  earnest  entreaties  that  he  would 
beseech  him  not  to  desert  his  infant, 
he  only  replied  by  the  most  ardent  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  own  attacliment, 
and  otters  of  adoration  and  protection, 
Eloise  staggered  to  a  scat,  pale,  mo- 
tionless, distracted,  she  prest  her  un- 
conscious little  one  to  her  breast,  but 
she  could  not  articulate  ;  astonishment 
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drprivcd  licr  of  iittcrancCj  wliilc  indig- 
iijitioii,  and  tlic  agony  of  insulted  fcd- 
ingSy  almost  overpowered  lier  weak 
frame. 

*^  Three  days/'  said  Ubaklo,  *'  will 
I  leave  you  to  consider  my  ])roposals  ; 
suffer  me  then  to  hope  that  I  may  re- 
turn, and  conduct  you  from  an  obseu- 
rity  un^v^ortily  of  so  much  loveliness/* 

The  expiration  of  the  period,  how- 
ever", oiily  witnessed  the  haughty  re- 
jection of  Eloise,  tlie  rage  and  disap- 
pointment of  Ubaklo.  "  Proud  Beau- 
ty !"  he  exckimed,  **  For  whom  dost 
tliou  reject  nie  ?  For  a  world,  whose 
opinion  you  have  forfeited  ;  for  a  man 
who  now  despises  you,  and  will  be 
grateful  to  me,  for  ridding  him  of  a 
burtlicn  he  has  long  wished  to  shake 
off."  Every  fibre  in  the  heart  of  Eloise 
2  bkd, 
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bled,  as  she  inwardly  acknowledged 
tlic  triitli  of  his  asscition,  yet  still  was 
sl^e  as  (leaf  to  his  [latteries  and  suppli- 
cations, as  slie  was  nnmoved  by  his 
tlireats,  and  nnsubdned  ])y  Ids  argu- 
ments ;  till  finding  tluit  liis  eloquence 
■was  of  no  avail,  he  determined  at  once 
to  acquaint  her  with  the  name,  mar- 
riage, and  real  situation  of  Moraldi, 
together  with  the  murder  of  lier  father, 
hoping,  tliat  by  inspiring  her  with  an 
abhorrence  of  his  charactefj'  it  might 
then  be  easily  in  his  power  to  secure 
her  to  himself;  but  the  e fleet  this 
dreadful  communication  produced, 
proved  (as  it  may  readily  be  sup-^ 
pose<],)  very  opposite  to  that  he  had 
inteuded  and  expected:  reason  for  a 
"while  forsook  its  dwelling,  and  the 
Mdiole  of  one  day  and  night  was  spent 
in  melancholy  invocations  to  the  sliade 
of  dc  Clcance,  and  ravings  on  the  per- 
fidious 
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fidlous  oMoraldi,  on  mIiosc  i\ame  she 
incessantly  called,  as  the  hetrayer  of 
Iieisclf,  and  the  murderer  of  her  he- 
loved  fatlier.  Uhaldo  now  thought  it 
most  expedient  to  leave  her  for  a  few 
days  ;  he  knew  she  \\'as  completely 
in  Ills  snarcSj  and  did  not  douht  hut 
the  paroxysm  of  grief,  once  ahated, 
she  would  see  the  estahlishment  he  of- 
fered in  too  eligihle  a  point  of  view  to 
reject  it:  to  th-e  care,  therefore,  of  her 
only  attendant  did  he  consign  her,  de- 
siring he  might  be  immediately  sent 
for,  if  any  alarming  symptoms  took 
place.  True,  indeed,  had  he  said,  in 
declarinG:  she  was  a  burthen  the  in- 
famous  Moraldi  wished  to  shake  off; 
for,  from  his  extravagant  style  of  liv- 
ing, together  with  many  expensi\'e 
private  pleasures,  he  soon  considered 
tlie  scanty  pittance  allowed  for  the 
support  of  her  his  perfidy  had  reduced 
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to  misery  and  ruin,  as  a  tax  and  a 
hardship  ;  and  to  Ubaldo's  offer  of  be- 
coming her  protector,  he  not  only 
consented  with  avidity,  hut  used  every 
method  in  his  power  to  forward  and 
ensure  his  success. 

The  departure  of  Ub*aIdo  soon  re- 
called Eloise  to  sense  and  recollection, 
and  she  sur^'eyed  the  past  as  a  friglitful 
dream,  from  which  she  awoke  hut  to 
the  keenest  sense  of  the  gloomy  horrors 
presented  in  the  futurity  ;  this,  how- 
ever, was  no  time  for  reflection,  and 
to   save   herself  from  dishonour,   and 
her  child   from  destruction,  was  now 
her  first  and  sole  object :    to  seek  Mo- 
raldi,  carried  horror  in  tlie  thought ; 
every  feeling  of  despair   and   disgust 
were  united  in  his  idea  ;   and  rather 
would  she  have  perished,  and  witnessed 
the  death  of  her  child,  than  owe  sup- 
port 
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port  or  preservation  to  a  being  so  re- 
pugnant and  abandoned  ;  to  fly  from 
the  cottage,  and  seek  ai)  asyhim  within 
tlie  walls  of  some  charitable  monastery, 
was  therefore  her  determination  :  ^'  And 
tliere,"  she  cried,  pressing  licr  smiling 
infant  to  her  bosom,  '^  in  the  silence 
Of  the  cloistiw,  in  the  bosom  of  reli- 
gion, I  will  bury  all  my  sorrows  ;  and 
thou,  my  darling,  unknown  and  un- 
mindful of  the  faithless  world,  shall  be 
sheltered  from  the  treacliery  of  man- 
kind." 

The  domestic  who  now  watched 
over  her  with  care  and  tenderness,  had 
been  formerly  a  servant  of  her  father's, 
and  the  only  follower  of  liis  deserted 
fortunes  :  warmly  attached  to  his  inte- 
rest, and  feeling  almost  a  parent's  fond- 
ness for  the  young  Eloise,  she  had  ])er- 
sistjd  in    accompanying  her   through 

every 


every  change  of  her  condition;  and 
M-hile  she  wept  over  lier  indiscretions, 
and  lamented  her  unfortunate  flite,  had 
determined,  while  she  needed  her  as- 
sistance, ne^Tr  to  forsake  her.  To 
tins  faithful  creature  Eloise  now  com- 
municated the  apprehensions  that  filled 
lier  hosom,  and  entreate<I  her  aid  and 
ad\ice.  To  set  out  alone,  unprotected, 
without  prospect  or  destination,  cer- 
tainly appeared  dreadful ;  yet  the  evils 
to  which  she  was  exposed  hy  a  longer 
continuance  in  her  present  situation 
was  a  much  worse  alternative,  and 
one  she  resolved  to  brave  every  danger 
rather  than  run  the  hazard  of  Ubaldo 
was  absent ;  there  might  be  time  then 
for  her  to  elude  his  pursuit ;  and  as  it 
w^as  her  lesolutioii  to  take  the  veil,  and 
bring  up  her  daughter  in  the  Convent 
with  her,  she  hoped  she  might  finally 
obtain  a  lasting  and  peaceful  refuge 
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from  her  troubles.  Long  taught  to 
look  forward  to  tlie  present  exigency, 
those  sums,  lavished  on  her  by  Mo- 
raldi  in  the  days  of  his  fondness,  for 
the  adornment  of  her  person,  had  bceu 
carefully  hoarded,  in  the  sad  presenti- 
ment, tliat  a  period  might  arrive,  when 
he  would  cease  to  administer  even  to 
the  necessities  of  his  child  :  greedily 
did  her  e\'es  now  devour  the  glitterihs: 
treasure,  as  the  tear  of  bitter  regret 
mingled  with  the  ray  of  pleasure,  that 
beamed  in  the  preservation  of  her  off- 
spring. Claudine,  however,  who  foie- 
saw  many  inconveniences  in  her  mis- 
tress's being  obliged  to  form  an  hasty 
choice  as  to  the  place  of  her  future  re- 
sidence, entreated  she  would  for  a 
time  take  up  her  abode  in-  the  cottage 
of  her  sister,  a  poor  woman,  M'ho  dwelt 
in  Terra,  di  Lavora,  and  who  would 
readily  afford  her  the  advantages    of 
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■prh-acy  and  protection  :  "  It  is  true 
you  will  be  but  poorly  housed/'  conti- 
nued the  careful  Claudine,  when  she 
had  linished  her  proposition,  *'  but  you 
will  be  concealed,  and  kindly  treated  ; 
and  my  dear  child,  for  I  will  still  pre- 
sume to  call  you  so,  remember  that 
my  late  dear  master  (peace  be  to  his 
ashes, )  always  used  to  warn  you  against 
a  rash  and  hasty  decision."  The  whole' 
of  this  reasonable  argument  needed 
not  the  well-remembered  words  of  her 
father  to  be  the  rule  of  her  present  con- 
duct :  ''  I  must,  however,  journey 
economically,  my  good  friend,  replied 
Eloise  with  a  heavy  sigh,  '*  for  my 
poor  store  is  scarcely  adequate  to  the 
procuring  my  admittance  at  any  Con- 
vent; but  God,  I  trust,  will  be  my 
guide,"  she  added,  '*  and  to  quit  for 
ever  this  dwelling  of  wretchedness  and 
VOL.  III.  E  uiiquity 
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iniquity  will  give  me  strength  and  for- 
titude." 

The  night  previous  to  her  departure 
vas  spent  in  preparations  for  her  jour- 
ney, and  the  hreak  of  dawn  found  her 
in  the  garb  of  a  peasant,  weeping  on 
the  shoidder  of  the  humble  friend  slie 
was  destined  never  to  behold  again. 

*'  I  BLUSH  at  tlie  weakness/'  said 
Eloise,  as  she  tied  up  her  long  hair  iu 
the  coarse  worsted  net  presented  by 
Claudine,  '^  but  1  have  an  inward  feel- 
ing, which  tells  me  I  am  not  long  for 
this  world  :  Last  night,  I  dreamt  I  saw 
my  father ;  and  as  we  parted,  he  told 
me  we  soon  should  meet  again,  never 
more  to  be  divided:  ah!  who  then 
will  be  the  guardian  of  my  child  ?  who 
will  cherish,  who  protect  her,  when  I 


am  gone  ?" 


''  God  !" 


**  God  !"  solemnly  replied  Cflau- 
dine,  and  crossing  her  hands  on  her 
breast;  '^  that  Providence  who  can  sof- 
ten the  '  clods  of  .the  valley  unto  you ;' 
"Nvhose  ray  will  pierce  through  the 
gloomy  recesses  of  the  forest,  and 
.smooth  the  ruggedness  of  your  path, 
will  then  be  the  Father  of  your  child." 

Eloise  prest  her  hand,  but  the 
words  she  would  have  uttered  died 
away  on  her  lips,  and  she  could  only 
weep  in  silence.,  The  poignancy  of  her 
feelings  somewhat  subsided  ;  they  now 
consulted  on  the  best  measures  to  be 
adopted  for  her  present  concealment 
and  future  safety.  Claudine,  it  was 
agreed,  should  leave  the  cottage  im- 
mediately on  her  departure,  and  take 
up  her  abode  with  a  relation  who  lived 
in  Naples,  where  Eloise  was  to  write, 
as  soon  as  she  reached  the  end  of  her 
E  ^  journey. 


journey.  A  voice  at  the  gate,  calling 
Claudine,  now  warned  them  it  was 
time  to  separate;  **  for  there  is  Gui- 
seppe  waiting  with  the  horses,"  cried 
the  domestic,  as  slie  descended  the 
stah's  to  give  him  entrance.  Guiscppe 
and  Ludovico  were  two  peasants,  who- 
lived  in  the  village,  and  who,  having  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  surround- 
ing country,  chiefly  earned  a  subsist* 
encc  by  acting  as  guides  to  the  diffe- 
rent families  who  resided  there.  Lu- 
dovico had  long  been  employed  in  the 
little  household  of  Eloise,  as  gardener 
and  assistant  to  Claudine  ;  p.nd  assured 
of  his  faith  and  honesty,  it  had  been 
her  earnest  desire  to  obtain  liim  as  the 
companion  of  her  enterprise  ;  most  un- 
luckily, however,  it  happened  that  at 
this  crisis  he  was  confined  by  a  <lange- 
rous  illness  to  his  bed  ;  and  on  the  ap- 
plication of  Claudine  the  preceding  day, 
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Ills  broilier  had  in  consequence  ©ifeiecl 
his  services.     Tiie  forbidding  counter 
nance  of  this  man  caused  her  sorely  to 
regret  the  exchange ;  yet,  as  she  had 
never  herwd  any  tiling  to  his  disadvan- 
tage, and  her  Lady's  situation  urging 
dispatch,    the   agreement    v/as   made, 
that  he  should  conduct  her  as  far  on 
her  route  as  slie  rliou^ht  noceccary  to 
her  security.     The  distance  Eloise  had 
to  go  was  about  forty  miles,  the  cabin 
of  Claudine's  sister  being  situate  almost 
on  the  extremity  of  the  province.  With 
an  achino'  heart  she  embraced  the  o'ood 
woman,    and  taking  a  ring  of  mucii 
value  from  her  linger,  bid  lier  receive 
it  in    compensation   of  her   long  and 
faithful,  services.     She  now   took  the 
infant  in  her  arms,  and  had  just  reach- 
ed, the  gate  of  her  cottage,   when  she 
recollected   her   purse,    containing  all 
her  money,   had  been  left  on  the  toilet 
E  3  in 
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in  her  <]resslng- room  ;   *^  Hasten,  good 
Guiscppe,"     cried     the    unsuspecting 
Eloise,    ''  and  bid  Claudine  deliver  to 
you    my   purse."     The   man    obeyed, 
vvliile  the  eagerness  with  ^vhich,  on  re- 
turning, he  regarded  its  contents,  pas- 
sed unheeded  by  Eloise,  who,  wholly 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  her 
filppping  olulJ,   >vas   unconscious  of  a 
circumstance  that  would  have  filled  the 
mind  of  one  more  observing  with  alarm 
nnd  suspicion  ;  but  the  day  proved  un- 
commonly beautiful ;  and  delighted  at 
the  prospect  of  deliverance,  at  the  no- 
velty of  the  opening  landscape,    and 
above  all,  with  the  idea  of  returning 
to  a  life  of  honour  and  virtue,  it  was 
not  till  they  put  up  for  the  night,  that 
she  thought  of  examining  the  features 
of  her  guide,  who,  but  on  such  sub- 
jects as  were  requisite  to  the  prosecu- 
tion of  their  journey,   had  preserved  a 
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sullen  silence,  which,  as  it  saved  her 
from  the  annoyance  of  indifferent  and 
vulgar  conversation,  had  been  rather 
a  source  of  congratulation  on  lier  part. 
^^  I  would!  had  Ludovica  with  mCj"^ 
inwardly  repeated  Eloise,  as  the  light 
reflected  on  the  harsh  countenance  of 
Guiseppe,   ^'  I  should  have  been  more 
at  ease ;"  still  she  endeavoured^  with  a 
liberality  peculiar  to  her  disposition,  ta 
restrain  every  thought  injurious  to  him^ 
as   ungenerous   and  unfounded ;    and 
after  defraying  their    expenses,    they 
proceeded  early  the  following  morning;, 
slowly  on  their  way, 

''  I  DARE  say  we  sliall  gain  our  jour- 
ney's end  by  close  of  evening,"  at  length 
said  her  companion,  breaking  the  long 
silence;  for,  as  I  shall  lead  directly 
down  the  mountain,  and  straight 
through  the  wood  at  the  foot  of  it, 
E  4  we 
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we  shall  cut  off  nearly  six  miles  by  the 
highroad." 

"But  surely  that  would  be  the 
safest,"  replied  Eloise  in  a  timid  voice, 
while  her  eye  stretched  over  the  im- 
mense forest  that  lay  before  them. 

*^  Nevkr  you  mind  that,"  rejoined 
Guiseppe  in  a  surly  tone,  ^'  1  suppose, 
Signlora,   I  know  how  to  protect  you.'* 

Eloise  forbore  a  reply,  tliough  a 
dreadful  presentiment  struck  cold  to 
her  heart.  They  now  began  to  descend 
the  mountain,  and  had  just  entered  the 
valley  at  its  base,  when  Guiseppe  re- 
quested permission  to  stop  at  the  little 
inn  before  them,  for  refreshment  for 
liimself  and  the  horses ;  Eloise  drew 
her  purse  from  her  pocket,  and  putting 
money  into  his  hand,   desired  he  would 

bring 
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bring  her  a  glass  of  wine  and  water,  for 
she  was  faint  and  thirsty  ;  this  she  has- 
tily drank  as  she  sat  on  the  bank  by 
the  road  side,  nor  was  it  till  she  had 
finished  the  whole  contents,  that  she 
observed,  with  a  sickening,  undefinable 
sensation,  some  particles  of  a  thick 
white  powder  settled  at  the  bottoni  of 
the  glass. 

"  Will  you  not  eat  any  thing?" 
said  Giiiseppe,  with  somewhat  more  of 
complacency  iii  his  manner  ;  '^  you 
must  need  support,  and  this  is  the 
last  habitation  we  shall  come  to  till  we 
reach  the  place  of  your  destination." 

Eloise,   however,  had  no  appetite  ; 

for  terror  had  now  taken  possession  of 

all  her  faculties  ;  and  as  slie  stole  a 

glance  at  his  dark  and  scowling  eye, 
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slie  held  only  power  to  articulate,  ''  Let 
us  proceed  as  fast  as  possible." 

By  this  time  the  thickening  shades, 
of  evening  came  on  ;  and  as  they  en- 
tered the  forest,  Eloise  imparted  to 
her  companion  her  fears  of  an  approach- 
ing storm,  for  the  clouds  chased  each 
other  in  quick  succession ;  and  as  the 
wind  set  immediately  in  their  faces, 
large  drops  of  rain  proved  her  appre- 
hensions were  well  founded  ;  tlie  light- 
ning, too,  penetrated  at  intervals 
through  the  tail  trees,  while  the  low 
murmurs  of  distant  thunder  filled  lier 
with  agony  and  dismay. 

*^  Cruel  Morano,"  inwardly  sigh- 
ed the  wretched  mother,  as  she  covered 
lier  inf^mt  within  her  cloak,   ''  to  what 
miseries  hast  thou  not  reduced  an  al- 
ready 
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ready  too  injured  race  ?  Ob,  hadst 
thou  but  consigned  me  to  the  same 
grave  witli  my  persecuted  parent,  I 
had  been  blest,  for  that  were  mercy, 
when  compared  with  what  I  have  en- 
dured for  thee  !  to  the  wretched,  dis- 
honoured existence  to  which  thou  hast 
condemned  me,  that  had  been  bhss 
unparalleled  1" 

Tears  now  flowed  fast  from  her 
eyes,  while  an  unaccountable  dizziness 
seized  her  head,  and  a  numbness,  as  of 
death,   crept  through  her  whole  frame. 

''  Oh  God,  that  drink  !"  she  cried, 
catching  the  arm  of  Guiseppe,  as  he 
rode  close  beside  her,  '^  it  has  killed 
me!" 

*^  That's  rather  extraordinary  too," 

answered  the  man,  in  an  ironical  tone, 

E  6  '^  there 
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*^  there  is  nothing  in  general  very  per- 
nicious in  the  effect  of  good  Florence, 
Signiora,  and  I  mixed  it  myself." 

The  thunder  now  rolled  awfully, 
while  the  whistles  of  banditti,  as  they 
resounded  through  the  forest,  strength- 
ened the  horrors  by  which  she  was  sur- 
rounded. 

"  How  far  have  we  to  go  now?" 
said  Eloise,  who  every  moment  felt 
her  stupor  increasing. 

''  But  two  miles,"  answered  Gui- 
seppe  ;  '^  and,  if  it  were  day-light,  you 
could  now  distinguish  the  turrets  of 
Morano  Castle  rising  high  above  the 
trees." 

^'  I  CAN  proceed  no  further,"  said 
Eloise,  stopping  her  horse,  as  the  name 

of 
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of  Morano  caught  lier  car.      '*  Indeed, 
lam  so  ill,  I  can  go  no  further." 

GuiSEPPE  mstantly  ahghted,  and 
taking  the  child  in  his  arms,  lifted 
her,  pale  and  trembling,  from  the 
horse,  while  a  heaviness  of  the  most 
alarming  nature  crept  over  her  ;  and 
though  just  sensible  to  the  misery  of 
her  condition,  she  had  not  sufficient 
strength  to  speak,  or  make  the  smallest 
effort.  The  rain  now  pouring  in  tor- 
rents, he  carried  her  to  a  spot  where 
the  thick  and  spreading  foliage  formed 
a  shelter;  there  he  left  her,  as  she  ima- 
gined, to  fetch  the  child,  who,  covered 
in  the  cloak,  still  slept  sound  and  peace- 
fully by  the  side  of  the  animals.  Ill- 
fated  Eloise,  adversity  had  yet  another 
shaft  in  store  for  thee  ;  and  the  wretch- 
ed offspring  of  de  Cleance  never  in  this 
world  was  to  experience  cessation  of 

calamity. 
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calamity.  Guiseppe  had  not  been  gone 
live  minutes  before  a  death-like  slumber 
sealed  up  her  eyes,  alas  !  only  to  awaken 
to  the  dreadful  couviction  that  he  was  a 
villain,  and  herself  deprived,  by  his  mer- 
ciless treachery,  of  every  prospect  and 
of  every  liope. 

*^  My  child  !  my  darling  !"  shrieked 
the  terrified"  Eloise,  starting  from  her 
damp  pillow.  '^  Guiseppe!  where  is 
my  child?"  but  no  Guiseppe  answered 
to  her  call;  and,  half  frantic,  she  was 
rushing  from  the  spot,  when  the  soft 
cry  of  her  infant  recalled  her  fleeting- 
senses  ;  and  as  she  snatched  it  fiom 
the  bank,  where  the  remorseless  plun- 
derer bad  exposed  ii  to  all  the  dangers 
of  the  night,  and  all  the  fury  of  the 
tempest,  her  heart  bounded  in  grati- 
tude at  enfolding  its  best  treasure,  and 
every  other  consideration  was  for  a  mo- 
ment 
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ment  forgotten..  Truth,  however,  at 
last  flashed  on  her  mind,  for  on  feeling- 
in  her  bosom  for  the  purse,  to  her  hor- 
ror and  despair  she  discovered  it  had 
been  taken,  and  herself  and. child  there- 
by left  destitute. 

^'  Is  there  a  Providence?"  she  cried, 
striking  her  clenched  hands  on  her 
burning  forehead;  *^  Is  there  a  God 
who  will  not  aid  a  wretched  mother  ? 
Man !  man !  let  me  not  curse  tliy 
mce  ;  for  still  I  had  a  father  !  Oh, 
jNIoraldi  !  betrayer  of  my  youth,  and 
murderer  of  my  peace  !  murderer  of 
the  good  de  Cleance  !  where  art  thou 
now?  Sleeping  in  ease,  in  comfort/' 
She  added,  wildly  tearing  her  haii^  as 
her  scalding  tears  bathed  the  face  of  her 
child,  ^' while  I  wander,  lost,  distract- 
ed. And  can  there  be  a  God  ?"  At 
that  moment  the  clouds  broke  above 
her  head,  while  one  bright  star  twink- 
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ling  in  the  firmament,   uttered  volumes 
to  her  soul.     . 

"  Paudox,"  she  cried,  sinking  hum- 
bly on  licr  knees  ;  '^pardon,  oh  Pro- 
vidence 1  the  murmurs  of  thy  wretched 
creature,  and  teach  me  meekly  to  bear 
the  weight  of  my  sufferings.  Pardon, 
too,  the  offences  of  my  persecutors,  and 
let  ine  hail  witli  gratitude  thy  ray,  as- 
it  now  pierces  through  the  recesses  of 
the  forest." 

Almost  as  if  by  supernatural  assist^ 
ance,  she  felt  her  courage  renovated 
and  her  fortitude  increased  ;  the  storm 
also  had  subsided,  and  with  alacrity 
she  pursued  her  way  nearly  two  miles, 
through  all  the  intricacies  and  wind- 
ings  of  the  forest,  till  nature  almost 
svmk  in  the  exertion,  and  she  was  just 
falling  to  the  earth,  when  the  cottage 

of 
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of  Gradisca  appeared  in  view.  The 
sequel  is  already  known  :  nor  is  it 
scarcely  requisite  to  say,  that  Guiseppe, 
from  the  time  he  beheld  the  little  store 
of  Eloise,  had  determined  to  secure  it 
as  his  own,  while  a  drug  of  soporific 
quality  infused  into  her  drink,  oifered 
the  easiest  prospect  of  oMaining  a  prize, 
the  justice  of  a  retributive  God  had  or- 
dained, however,  should  be  the  very 
means  of  ridding  the  world  of  a  mon- 
ster. Returning  homeward  after  he 
had  left  his  innocent  companions  to 
perish,  as  he  thought,  by  the  inclem- 
ency of  the  night,  he  was  encountered 
by  three  of  a  i^esolute  band  of  robbers^ 
who  instantly  attacked  him  ;  deter- 
mined not  to  part  with  his  lately  ac- 
quired booty,  he  drew  his  sword,  and 
was  preparing  to  make  resistance,  when 
one  of  the  ruffians,  by  a  skilful  aim  of 
his  blunderbuss,  shot  him  through  the 

heart : 
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heart ;  instantly  he  staggered  and  felL 
The  money  was  then  ecjually  divided, 
and  the  head  of  Guiseppe  hung  ])y  its 
feair,  on  the  branches  of  a  spreading 
oak,  another  dreadful  memento  of  the 
catastrophes  of  the  forest. 

Eloise  had  not  been  one  day  an  in- 
liabitant  of  Oradisca's  hospitable  dwel- 
ling, ere  she  discovered  that  her  end 
was  approaching:  yet,  in  the  hour  of 
expected  dissoUtlon,  in  a  state  of  the 
severest  bodily  suffering,  anxiety  for 
the  fate  and  future  vi^elfare  of  her 
daughter,  was  the  only  pang  she  knew. 
Death  was  to  her  most  welcome  but  for 
that  idea.  For  her  she  would  at  any 
time  have  forfeited  her  life ;  for  her 
alone  did  she  now  seek  to  cherish  ex- 
istence ;  but  it  was  not  to  be;  and  after 
revolving  ov^er  a  thousand  plans  ;  after 
a  whole  night  past  in  restless  inquie- 
tude, 
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tufle,  one  only,  of  romantic  and  pre- 
carious promise,  presented  itself,  which 
was  to  supphcate  the  pity  and  protec- 
tion of  the  wife  of  Morano  for  his  in- 
nocent and  deserted  child.  It  is  more 
than  probable,  the  praises  and  commen- 
dations of  Gradisca  on  the  character  and 
virtues  of  the  amiable  and  respected 
Marchesa,  had  first  prompted  the  idea. 
She  understood  also,  that  she  was  far 
from  happy  herself,  and  lived  much 
estranged  from  her  Lord  in  tlie  Castle 
of  Morano,  whose  vicinity  to  her  pre- 
sent asylum,  gave  her  every  opportunity 
of  learning  the  conduct  and  history  of 
its  inhabitants.  With  eager  ears  did 
she  listen  to  Gradisca's  eulogiums  on 
the  Marchesa;  while  the  accounts  of 
her  benevolence  offered  the  salutary 
hope,  that  she,  who  had  a  heart  open  to 
the  common  sufferings  of  humanity, 
would  surely  extend  her,  pity  and  com- 
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passion  to  so  interesting  and  powerful* 
a  pleader.  To  Claudine,  it  is  true,  slie 
might  have  consigned  her;  hut  she 
was  poor,  aged,  and  helpless,  and  al- 
most unahle  to  support  herself;  it  woulcL 
have  heen  both  iinjubL  and  uiiieaoun- 
able  to  have  applied  to  her.  In  these 
her  last  inomeiits  also,  the  idea  of  rescu- 
ing her  name  from  tliat  obloquy  witlr 
which,  should  it  ever  reach  the  ears  of 
the  Marchesa,  it  would  be  branded, 
was  another  forcible  iruclucemcnt  to  ad- 
dress her;  iiirrf  as  she  knew  her  death 
was  inevitable,  she  lost  no  time  in  ful- 
fillinj?:  her  following  sad  and  melan- 
eholy  task. 

*'  To  the  Marchesa  di  Morano. 

**  Wretciikd,  repentant,  and  dy- 
ing, the  lost  Eloise  now  presumes  to 
address  the  virtuous  wife  of  the  I\Iar- 
ehese  di  i\lorano ;  dares  to  nuike  ac- 

know- 
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knowledgment  of  her  errors,  and  sup- 
plicate lier  mercy  and  protection  for 
the  injured  offspring  of  her  husband. 
Start  not,  Signiora  !  I  am  guilty,  but 
not  abandoned  ;  I  was  imprudent,  but 
never  premeditaticdly  wicked  ,  in  me, 
in  the  suffering  victim  of  Morano's 
perfidy,  in  the  feeble,  emaciated  wo- 
man, whose  dying  hand  can  now  but 
faintly  pourtray  the  sorrows  of  her 
heart,  you  would  hav^e  beheld  the  only 
daughter  of  a  noble  IVouse;  in  the 
person  of  the  humble  HM)ert  de  Cle- 
ance,  you  would  have  viewed  the  great, 
but  unfortunate  Marquis  de  Volange ; 
and  in  Mora'di  di  Morano,  the  mur- 
<lerer  of  that  unfortunate,  the  seducer 
of  his  daughter,  and  the  father  of  her 
cliild.  Oh  Lady  1  when  tlie  Eve  of 
San  Pietro  shall  come  round,  tlicn 
remember,  it  w?.s  that  fatal  day 
which  gave  me  to   destruction  ;  that 

fatal 
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fatal  day,  which  cast   me,    innocent, 
helpless,   unprotected,  into  the  power 
of  a  man,  who  has  torn  my  heart  asun- 
der ;  then  warn  my  child  against  the 
deceptions  of  the  world,  the  delusions 
of  imagination,  and  the  indulgence  of 
that   false  sensibility,   that  torrent  of 
tenderness  and  feeling,   Avhcre  honour 
and  happiness  are  for  ever  entombed. 
Though  too  remote  for  your  personal 
recollection,  the  misfortunes  of  my  un- 
happy family  cannot  be  unknown  to 
you:  ni^   father,  Philipe  de  Volange, 
married,  at  nineteen,  a  most  beautiful 
woman,   one  year  younger  than  him- 
self,  without  rank,    fortune,  or  what 
M^as  of  infinitely  more  importance,  an 
upright  and  A'irtuous  mind  :  with  her, 
spite  of  the    commands  of  his  sove- 
reign, the  entreaties  of  his  father,  and 
the  remonstrances  of  all  his  relations, 
he  entered  into  a  private  engagement  ; 
4  and 
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and  thus,  by  yielding  to  one  wrong 
and  imprudent  inclination,  placed  a 
scourge  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies, 
and  sealed  his  own  doom,  and  that  of 
his  miserable  children.  Among  the 
few  who  continued  on  terms  of  inti- 
macy with  my  father,  after  his  in- 
auspicious union,  was  a  young  Italian, 
of  narrow  fortune,  but  of  noble  birth; 
Ferando,  Contedi  Montebino,  aman  of 
brilliant  talents,  lively  imagination,  and 
specious  manners ;  but  with  an  heart 
inwardly  depraved,  habits  profligate 
and  vicious  ;  and  of  a  disposition  am- 
bitious, selfish,  and  rapacious  ;  while  a 
spirit  of  enterprise  and  intrigue  had 
long  gained  hmi  influence  at  the  court, 
as  his  wit  and  vivacity  not  only  made 
him  the  favourite  and  companion  of 
a  weak  and  licentious  Monarch,  but 
the  secret  adviser  of  his  measures,  and 
the  instigator  of  various  acts  of  tymnny 

and 
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anxl  oppression.  Into  this  faithless 
bosom  did  my  unsuspecting  father 
pour  all  his  confidence  ;  througli  liis 
means  had  he  first  been  introduced 
to  my  too  lovely  mother ;  and  with 
well-dissembled  solicitude  did  he  ap- 
pear to  be  endeavouring  for  my  fa- 
ther's restoration  in  favour  of  the 
King  ;  while,  in  reality,  he  was  at  that 
very  time  working  his  downfal,  fi»d 
the  ruin  of  bis  peace,  by  estranging 
the  affections  of  his  wife,  whose  ru ling- 
passion  was  an  inordinate  vanity,  and 
at  whose  shrine  she  not  only  sacriiiccd 
her  own  honour,  but  the  happiness  of 
a  husband  who  adored  her.  Though 
his  circumstances  were  conlined,  and 
though  the  rc.>5entm?nt  of  his  father 
would  sometimes  cast  a  cloud  over  his 
felicity,  de  Volange, .  in  the  fancied 
aftection  of  his  wife,  in  tlie  society  of 
his  friend,  and. the  birth  of  his  cliil- 

dren. 
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dren,  Ibiiclly  imagrncd  himself  blest 
and  affluent.  Fleeting  pleasures  !  and 
too  frequent  sources  of  the  heart's 
keenest  pang,  how  often  do  we  over- 
rate their  worth,  at  the  moment  they 
are  preparing  for  us  the  bitterest 
draught  of  disappointment :  so  proved 
it  witli  my  fatiier ;  that  rash  inde- 
pendance  of  character,  which,  as  a  boy, 
had  led  him  to  follow  his  own  incli- 
nations, rather  than  act  in  conformity 
with  the  wishes  of  others,  now  had 
often  hurried  him  to  an  unguarded 
and  indiscreet  avowal  of  his  senti- 
ments on  the  conduct  and  proceed- 
ings of  the  Sovereign  and  his  Mi- 
nisters, whose  measures  he  ridiculed 
and  condemned.  ,  Monteb-no  entered 
into  his  feelings,  sided  with  his  opi- 
nions, and  seemingly  applauded  that 
patriotic  spirit,  which,  in  secret,  he 
perfidiously  laid  hold  of,  as  the  certain 
VOL.  III.  r  means 
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ineans  of  his  own  success,  and  the 
niiii  of  liis  generous  friend.  Every 
M'ord  was  repeated  to  the  King, 
strengthened  and  exaggerated  ;  and 
that  fair  morn,  which  seemed  to  rise 
beaming  M'ith  joy  and  gladness  on  my 
father,  sav/  his  sun  set,  in  hopeless  mi- 
sei*y.  On  that  day  my  brother  com- 
pleated  his  thirteenth  year,  while  the 
old  jMarquis  de  Volange,  who  had  long 
been  in  a  low  and  bad  state  of  health, 
sent  for  my  father,  and,  after  a  tender 
atrd  affecting  meeting,  assured  him  of 
his  forgiveness  and  future  aifection  ; 
promising  also,  to  see  my  mother,  with 
wdiom  he  henceforward  consented  to 
hve  on  terms  of  parental  amity.  On 
the  evening  of  that  day,  when  my  fa- 
ther, surrounded  by  his  family,  elevated 
in  spirits,  and  high  in  promised  hap- 
piness, was  sitting  in  the  midst  of  a 
select  circle  of  friends,  he  was  surprised 


99 

by  the  abrupt  entrance  of  a  stranger, 
\vliu,  looking  sternly  in  his  face,  said, 
lie  arrested  him  as  an  enemy  to  tlie 
State,  and  a  traitor  to  tlie  kingly  go- 
A  ernment ;  and  tliat  his  son,  Louis  de 
Volange,  a  boy  of  only  thirteen  years 
old,  was  also  to  be  taken  into  cus- 
tody, as  privy  to  his  treasons.  ^Mon- 
tebhio,  who  had  been  engaged  at  chess 
\\  ith  my  mother,  now  started  from  his 
seat,  and  in  a  tone  of  authority,  bade 
the  off.cer  desist,  and  allows  him  a 
word  Avirh  my  father,  who  stood 
transfixed  with  wonder  and  astonish- 
ment. 

*^  Have  I  not  warned  you,  my  too 
ingenuous  de  Volange  !"  exclaimed  the 
serpent-like  Italian,  in  a  voice  of  sor- 
rowful reproach,  ''  that  your  rash  te- 
merity would  eventually  lead  to  this 
fatal  conclusion  ?'' 

f3  ''Flyj 
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^'  Fly,  generous  di  Monlebino!'' 
cried  slie,  whom  I  yet  blush  to  call 
my  mother;  '^  fly  1  oh  ItuStcn  to  the 
King,  or  ni}^  beloved  hu.s'band  is  for 
ever  lost  !"» 


''  Go  to  my  father,"  said  the  brave 
de  Volange,  calmly  surrendering  him- 
self into  the  custody  of  the  officer, 
^'  and  bid  him  use  his  interest,  for  the 
son  who,  while  he  dared  breathe  forth 
the  geiiuine  sentiments  of  nature,  in 
support  of  his  fellow-creatures,  never 
harboured  a  thought  injurious  to  the 
dignity  of  the  Sovereign,  or  the  wel- 
fare of  his  country."  He  now  embraced 
my  mother,  and  taking  me  atiection- 
ately  in  his  arms,  bade  us  be  of  good 
cheer,  as  he  committed  us  to  the  care 
of  di  Montebino  ;  and  then,  accom- 
panied by  my  brother,  (whose  young 
heart   seemed   to  swell  with  triumph, 

in 
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in  being  the  partner  of  his  father's 
fate, )  immediately  left  the  room.  Let 
nie  hasten  over  circumstances,  whose 
remembrance,  yolmg  as  I  then  was,  still 
pre^s  heavy  on  my  heart,  and  ahnost 
incapacitate  me  from  the  continuance 
of  ray  present  melancholy  duty.  Sivch 
was  the  fatality  attending  every  in- 
cident in  the  life  of  the  unfortunate 
de  Volange,  that  the  messenger,  who 
had  been  dispatched  directly  on  his 
arrest,  with  information  to  his  father, 
returned  in  the  space  of  three  hours, 
bearing  the  heavy  tidings  of  his  death. 
After  the  interview  with  his  son  in  the 
morning,  he  had  appeared  much  bet- 
ter, but  so  rapid  were  the  changes  in 
his  disorder,  that  before  the  evening 
came  on,  another  vioient  relapse  had 
taken  place,  and  he  expired  shortly 
after,  in  the  arms  of  his  attendant, 
beseeching  Heaven  to  bless  and  pro- 
F  3  spcr 
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spcr  his   son.      This  news  \\'-as  ahnost 
too  much  for  my   father ;  it  seemed, 
inileed,   ns  if  Heaven  conspired  in  liis 
Qiisfortunes  ;  and  kc   bent   under   this 
unexpectet-l  stroke,   as  to  the  peculiar 
dispensations  of  that  God,  whose  name, 
under  the  severest  pressure  of  alihction, 
lie  .never  ceased  to  worship  and  adore. 
Many  days  did   he    exist,    in   all    the 
MTetchedness  of  a  prison,  ex])osed  to 
daily  insults  from   the  petty  tools  of 
oppression,    and    lino-ering    under    the 
tortures    of    suspense ;    yet    still    the 
welfare  of  his  children,  the  happiness 
of  his  wife,  were  his  first  and  tendercst 
concerns;   for  their  sakes,   did  he  en- 
treat his  prosecutors   to  allow^  him  a 
speedy  trial  ;  for  their  sakes  alone,  did 
he  exert  liis  inteii^st,  to  be  restored  to 
his  rank  and  liberty.     During  liis  con- 
finement,   he   was    constantly    visited 
by  di  Montebino,    ^\•]lo  always   came, 
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fraught  with   anxious  messages  from 
my  mother. 

At  length  the  clay  was  fixed  for  the 
trial,  the  judges  were  nominated,  and 
de  Volange,  with  the  assistance  of  Ills 
pretended  friend,  procured,  as  he  ima- 
gined, many  forcible  proofs  of  his  own 
allegiance  to  the  crown  of  France,  and 
of  thcTunattainted  loyalty  cfhisfanjily  : 
on  these  he  now  suffered  hunself  to 
place  the  most  sanguine  reliance,  while 
the  zeal  and  influence  of  di  Montebino 
left  him  little  doubt,  in  his  own  mind, 
but  that  he  should  certainly  obtain  a 
fair  and  honourable  accjuittal.  On  the 
night,  however,  preceding  the  day  on 
which  he  was  to  be  arraigned,  he  was 
surprised  by  the  unexpected  re-appear- 
ance of  di  Montebino,  pale,  trembling, 
and  apparently  much  agitated. 

f4  ''My 
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'/My  dear  friend,"  he  cried,  wliilc 
his  voice  seemed  to  falter  with  enior 
tion,  ^Misten  tome; — 1  liave  just  been 
with  the  King,  and  grieved  am  I  to 
find  you  have  some  private,  though 
powerful  enemies  in  the  council,  who, 
I  plainly  perceive,  are  bent  on  your  de- 
struction :  in  this  case,  innocence  and 
integrity  are  of  httle  avail.  Beloved 
de  Volange,  could  I  live  to  se^  you 
bound  like  -a  culprit  on  the  scaffold  ? 
could  I  bear  to  hear  the  lamentations 
of  your  helpless  children,  to  witness 
the  sufferings,  perhaps  the  insults, 
offered  to  your  lovely  wife  ?" 

**  Mo^^TEBiNO,"  said  my  father, 
this  is  in  truth  a  sorry  picture  ;  but 
Justice,  1  trust,  shall  still  triumph  over 
treachery  and  deception  ;  the  King 
will  see  his  error,  and  be  convinced  of 
my  truth.'' 

^' Never/' 
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'^  Never,"  answered  Montebino; 
''  you  are  to  blame  for  thus  indulging 
a  false  security  ;  it  was  but  now  lie 
spurned  me  from  bis  presence,  for 
interceding  in  your  behalf;  and  after 
more  than  ah  hour's  pressing  solici- 
tation, th^  only  mercy  I  could  obtain,, 
was  banishment  for  yourself  and  son,, 
otherwise  you  must  stand  a  trial,  which 
inevitably  dooms  you  to  an  igno- 
minious death." 

'^  But  surely,"  replied  de  Yolange, 
^'  if  1  am  proved  innocent,  my  tri- 
al"  

'^  Is  a  mere  farce  !"  passionately  in- 
terrupted di  Montebino  ;  "  done  to 
amuse  the  people  with  whom  you  are 
popular,  and  to  give  the  colour  of 
equity  to  your  condemnation,  on  which 
I  see  the  King  is  resolved.  This  is  no 
F  5  time 
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time  for  evasion,  cle  Vohinge ;  }'oli 
iinist  be  aware,  that  you  have  never 
]:)een  a  favourite  at  Court,  since  tluit 
imprudent  marriage,  whicli  prevented 
your  espousing  the  woman  to  whom 
tlie  King  wished  to  see  you  united. 
Ah,  that  marriage !  why  did  1  ever 
listen  to  your  persuasions  ?  why  was  I 
so  ])hnd  to  niy  own  judgment,  as  to 
have  ever  introduced  you  to  tliat  fatal 
beauty,  to  whom  I  fear  you  now  owe 
all  your  present  misfortunes  ?" 

"Forbid  it,  Heaven!"  interrupted 
my  father,  *^  that  I  should  ever  regret 
those  moments,  \\  hich  first  taught  me 
the  double  blessings  of  friendsliip  and 
of  love,  though  purchased  at  the  ex- 
pense of  my  existence  !"  In  tliis  maiir- 
iier  did  they  converse  for  some  time, 
during  which,  the  crafty  di  Montebino 
succeeded  but  too  well  in  his  plans  on 

my 
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my  credulous  parent ;  in  the  clearest 
manner  he  represented  the  iniquity  of 
the  judges,  and  the  corruption  of  the 
v/itn esses  who  were  to  be  brouglit 
against  him  ;  and  above  all,  the  weak- 
ness of  innocence  and  integrity,  when 
contending  with  power,  treachery, 
and  deception.  Alas  !  overruled  by  his 
arguments,  and  melted  even  to  tears, 
by  tlie  earnest  manner  in  which  he 
besought  his  compliance ;  distracted 
for  the  fate  of  his  wife,  and  the  pre- 
servation of  his  children,  in  an  evil 
hour  my  father  consented  to  accept 
banishment  for  himself  and  son,  in 
lieu  of  tliat  trial  he  was  led  to  suppose 
would  eventually  end,  not  only  in 
his  own  death,  but  the  entire  con- 
fiscation of  his  property,  and  the  .con- 
sequent ruin  of  his  family.  Ere  tlie 
morrow's  dawn,  an  order  came  down 
from  the  Council,  exiling  Philipe  and 
F  6  Louis 
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Louis  de  Volange,  during  the  King's 
pleasure,  as  persons  suspected  of  being 
inimical  to  the  existing  government. 
*'  Poor  boy  1"  exclaimed  my  father,  as 
he  folded  his  son  to  his  heart ;  and 
once  more  he  resolved  to  stay,  and 
brave  every  danger,  rather  than  behold 
his  beloved  and  amiable  child  driven 
forth,  an  exile  and  a  wanderer.  *'  i]ut 
I  will  never  leave  you,  my  father  !" 
ex-elaimed  Louis,  clinging  round  his 
neck,  **  they  should  tear  my  heart 
first!" 

Again  the  steadiness  of  his  noble 
boy,  and  the  honied  words  of  di  ]\Ion- 
tebino,  renovated  the  almost  broken 
spirit  of  my  hapless  parent ;  he  as- 
sured him  that  a  very  few  months 
would  certainly  restore  him  to  his 
native  country  ;  for  that  the  indig- 
nation of  the  King  once  appeased,  it 

would 
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would  be  very  easy  to  procure  his  par- 
don and  return.    It  was  agreed  I  should 
accompany  my  father  into  Italy,  while 
my  brother,  who  was  not  permitted  to 
take  th^  same  route,  received  letters 
of    recommendation  from  di   Monte- 
bino,    to   a  friend   of  his  residing  in 
Spain,   in  the  province  of  Andalusia ; 
my    mother,    whose  remaining  for  a 
short    time    in   France    was   deemed 
necessary,  to  the  security  of  our  rights 
and  estates,  was  present  at  this  mourn- 
ful consultation  ;  and  while  she  hung  in 
fondness  round  the  neck  of  my  father^ 
vowed,  unless  he  was  recalled  within 
a  very  short  period,    that  she  should 
leave   every   thing  to   the   care  of  di 
Montebino,  and  join  us  in  Italy.     Ah, 
how  often  did  he  not  press  her  to  his 
heart !  how  often  did  he  not  enfold  di 
Montebino,  caUing  him  the  guardian 
angel  of  his  family,    his   friend,    his 
4f  brother ; 
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brother;  and  conjured  him,  by  the 
long  and  sacred  ties  that  had  subsisted 
between  them,  to  comfort  and  protect 
her,  Avho  was  clearer  to  him  than  hie  1 
My  young  and  gallant  brother'  seemed 
alone  a  firm  and  unmoved  witness  of 
the  scene;  '' Conte  di  IMontebino," 
said  Louis,  while  his  eye  was  ri vetted 
on  the  countenance  of  the  villain ; 
*/  Conte  di  Montebino,  you  have  un- 
dertaken a  soienni  trust;  the  wealth 
and  dignity  of  a  high,  though  injured 
house,  are  both  committed  to  your 
keeping  ;  guard  them  with  integrity, 
with  honour  ;  for  remember,  though  at 
the  remotest  corner  of  the  earth,  the 
day  shall  come,  when  Louis  de  Vo^ 
lange  will  seek  and  revenge  himself 
upon  the  enemies  of  his  father  !" 

Let  me  hasten  to  the  conclusion  of 
my  sad  narration ;  dreadful  as  was  the 

jxarting, 


Ill 

parting,  it  \vns  at  length  effected. 
My  mother  was  horne  in  strong  con- 
vulsions from  the  prison ;  Louis,  at- 
tended by  a  guard,  soon  alter  set 
forth,  followed  by  the  prayers  and 
blessings  of  the  multitude,  uho  ac- 
companied him  far  on  his  journey  ; 
while  my  father,  with  me,  now  liis 
only  comfort,  after  another  affectino- 
interview  with  di  Montebino,  bade 
adieu  to  his  native  country  for  ever. 

I  WAS  at  this  period  only  ten  years 
old  ;  but  sorrow,  and  the  many  scenes 
of  calamity  to  which  I  had  been  the. 
witness,  gave  me,  in  addition  to  the 
early  education  I  had  received,  reflec- 
tions far  above  my  age ;  indeed  the 
sad  events  I  have  related  were  then 
deeply  engraven  on  my  heart,  and 
memory  has  never  ceased  to  record 
them.  For  several  months  we  con- 
stantly 
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stantly  received  letters  from  my  mother 
and  the  Conte ;  these  were  filled  with 
every  expression  of  grief  and  tenderness 
on  her  part,  false  promises,  and  de- 
ceitful hopes  on  his  ;  weary,  however, 
at  length  of  keeping  up  the  delusion, 
their  communications  gradually  be- 
came less  frequent,  and  a  long,  and 
to  us  most  torturing  silence,  was  short- 
ly followed,  by  a  letter  hastily  deliver- 
ed into  the  hand  of  my  father,  by  a 
Frenchman  and  a  stranger,  as  he  re- 
turned from  his  evening  walk ;  eagerly 
did  he  recognize  the  well-known  cha- 
racters of  our  old  and  faithful  steward  ; 
the}^  are  now  before  me,  and  I  enclose 
them,  to  unfold  to  you  one  of  the 
basest  systems  of  diaboHcal  iniquity 
that  ever  succeeded  against  the  peace 
and  honour  of  one  of  the  best  of  man- 
kind. 
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"  One  to  whom  the  ii^terests  of 
the  e,x  eel  lent  Marquis  de  Voiange  are 
still  dear,  takes  this  iruethod  of  inform- 
ing him  of  the  daring  plot,  too  artfully 
can-ied  into  effect  by  the  vilest  of  their 
species:  the  false  di  Montebino,  -  and 
still  more  infamous  -Marchioness,  in 
defiance  of  every  law,  divine  and  hu- 
man, determined  to  sacrifice  you,  my 
Lord,  and  your  innocent  offspring,  to 
their  vices  and  rapacity  :  in  the  mis- 
tress of  the  favourite,  the  honourable 
wife  of  de  Voiange  is  forgotten,  while 
the  countenance  of  a  profligate  and 
licentious  Court,  only  adds  effrontery 
to  crimes,  the  vengeance  of  an  offended 
God  must,  sooner  or  later,  overtake 
and  punish  :  think  not  of  returning  to 
Fiance,  the  death  both  of  you  and 
yours  will  be  the  certain  consequence  : 
in  the. banishment  to  which  the  trea- 
chery of  a  false  friend  has  doomed  you, 
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rests,    I    ftar,    your   only   chance    of 
safety  and  preservation." 

This  letter  was  indeed  a  dcatli-blo\7 
to  my  father;  lie  cast  himself  to  the 
earth,  and  notwithstanding  my  earnest 
entreaties,  shut  himself  np  for  two 
whole  days  in  his  own  apartment,  nei- 
ther taking  the  smallest  sustenance,  or 
admitting  the  light  :  time,  however, 
and  religion,  thougli  they  could  not 
heal  the  deep  and  rankling  wounds  of 
perfidy  and  ingratitude,  yet  taught 
him  to  endure  them.  From  that  dread- 
ful moment,  the  names  of  my  mother, 
or  IMontebino,  never  passed  his  lips, 
while,  ^^•ith  the  bitterest  sensations  of 
fear  and  anxiety,  did  he  conjecture  ou 
the  fate  of  our  beloved  Louis,  of  whom 
Ave  never  heard  from  the  time  of  our 
separation,  and  who  we  could  not  but 
apprehend  had  fallen  a  sacrifice  to  the 

same 
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same  treachery  M'hich  had  overwlielmed 
his  unhappy  parent.  One  circumstance, 
however,  I  liuist  not  omit;  the  first 
meeting  I  had  with  my  father,  after 
the  receipt  of  the  fatal  intelligence,  he 
insisted  on  my  taking  a  solemin  vow, 
never  to  betray  my  name  and  origin, 
unless  the  most  urgent  and  important 
circumstances  obliged  me  to  do  so ; 
those  circumstances  now  exist,  for 
they  will,  I  trust,  move  your  gentle 
nature  to  commiserate  a  series  of  un- 
deserved misfortunes,  and  to  preserve 
the  last  unfortunate  branch  of  our  de- 
voted family  from  poverty,  ruin,  and 
death."  [Here  slie  proceeds  to  relate 
the  progress  of  her  acquaintance  with 
]Morano,  and  concludes  with  an  ac- 
count of  the  murder  of  her  father,  and 
her  own  perilous  adventures  through 
the  forest.] 
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^  *•  And  noAV,  amiable  Marchcsa,'' 
continued  the.  dying  mother,  **  I  have 
little  more  to  add  :  keep  from  my  child 
the  knov/ledgc,  of  her  disastrous  birth  ; 
and  above  all,  keep  her  from  the  know- 
ledge of  her  fiither  :  Oh  !  may  he  pro^'e 
to  you  an  amended  character !  and 
may  the  tears,  he  has  wrung  from  these 
wretched  eyes,  the  pangs  he  has  com- 
municated to  this  lacerated  bosom, 
prove  an  expiation  of  my  long  repented 
offences  !  Ah  !  if  ever  for  a  moment 
you  should  accuse  the  temerity  of  one 
so  frail  as  I  am,  in  daring  to  address 
you,  then  remember  it  is  the  truly  vir- 
tuous alone,  who  best  feel  for  the  dis- 
tresses they  are  exempt  from  ;  it  is  the 
mind  of  strictest  honour,  that  sheds 
the  softest  tear  of  sympathy  and  com- 
miseration on  the  weaknesses  it  has 
subdued,'  on  the  errors  it  is  superior  to : 
I  have  erred,   but  I  am   repentant ;  I 
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wandered  in  a  luckless  hour  from  the 
paths  of  duty  and  rectitude,  but  the 
just  God,  whose  eye  pierces  into  the 
heart's  most  secret  recesses,  best  can 
tell  how  sincerely,  how  unceasingly  I 
wept  my  defalcation.  Bring  up  my 
daughter,  as  the  child  of  humble  obscu- 
rity, nor  let  the  offspring  of  shanie 
know  whom  to  curse  as  the  authors  of 
her  being  ;  be  far  removed  from  her 
mind  the  blandishments  of  false  and 
misguiding  sentiment,;  if  slie  has  beau- 
ty, teach  her  to  accord  hut  its  true  and 
proper  estimate;  tcllher  it  leads  po- 
verty to  disgrace  ;  wealth,  to  vanity 
and  folly ;  if  she  has  sensibility,  it 
will  place  a  weapon  in  the  hands  of  her 
enemies,  a  festering  thorn  within  her 
own  bosom  ;  check  it  in  its  growth  ; 
though  the  genuine  source  of  the  soul's 
bt*st  gratifications,  it  is  fraught  with 
danger,  and   teems   with  misery;   for 

tell 
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tell  her,  Signiora,  .slic  is  a  traveller 
thraiicjh  a  world,  where  each  man  tims 
lit  the  heart-strings  of  his  brother ; 
wIktc  falsehood  wears  the  "-arb  of  sin- 
cerity;  envy,  eaknnny,  and  malice,  the 
forms  of  chastity  and  virtue  ;  interest, 
and  dissimulation,  the  masks  of  mo- 
deration and  generosity  :  And  oh  !  tell 
her  that  happiness  is  a  dream,  that  feel- 
ings are  a  curse,  and  that  affections 
are  the  means  by  which  disappoin.t- 
^ment  levels  her  keenest  shaft ;  teach 
her  to  arm  her  breast,  w  ith  principles, 
firm,  steady,  and  se\'ere  ;  to  acquire 
strength  and  soundness  of  understand- 
ing, proper  discrimination,  and  true 
judgment ;  bid  her  view  this  life  but 
as  the  passport  to  another ;  to  value 
peace  and  tranquillity  as  the  nearest 
approach  to  felicity  human  nature  is 
ordained  to  experience :  And  lastly,  as 
the  only  method  to  attain  that  tran- 
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quillity^  let  the  spirit  of  industry,  in- 
tegrity, and  independance,  be  tlie  spin- 
to  all  her  actions.  Pardon  tliis  digres- 
sion ;  anxiety  for  the  welfare  of  a-be- 
loved  child  must  plead  my  excuse  ; 
oh  !  may  her  virtues,  and  never-ending 
gratitude  towards  you,  speak  for  me, 
when  I  shall  be  mouldering  in  the 
grave !  and  may  the  orphan's  prayers, 
the  widow^s  praises,  waft  your  lasti 
sigh  on  wings  of  joy  to  Heaven,  and 
communicate  peace  and  pleasure  to 
}  our  heart,  when  mine  shall  beat  no 
longer." 

ElOISE  de  VOLANGE. 

The  effect  this  letter  produced  is  al- 
ready known  ;  faithfully  indeed  did  the 
Marchesa  di  Morano  fulfil  the  trust 
reposed  in  her;  and  while  she  consi- 
dered many  of  the  last  admonitions  of 
the  luckless  Eloise  as  the  effusions  of  a 
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wounded  and  disappointed  spirit,  she 
inculcated  on  the  mind  of  I'lcr  pupil 
the  steadiest  principles  of  persevering 
nioraUty,  with  a  love  of  society  in  ge- 
neral, philanthropy  and  good  will  to- 
wards her  fellow-creatures. 

On  the  evenine;  of  the  dav  on  which 
she  had  consigned  her  infant  to  the 
.care  of  the  Marchesa,  Eloise  hreathed 
her  last ;  the  precious  charge  had,  in 
consequence  of  her  note  to  the  good 
priest  who  attended  her  in  her  dying 
moments,  be(?n  confided  to  the  care  of 
one  of  the  brethren,  who,  in  the  dis- 
guise of  a  peasant,  delivered  it  into 
the  hands  of  one  of  the  Marchesa  s 
attendants,  while  the  anxious  desire  of 
Zanotti,  to  penetrate  into  the  mystery 
of  her  thoughts,  may  easily  be  account- 
ed for,  from  Viola's  uncommon  likeness 
.to  her  mother  ;  and  as  a  thousand  cour 
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fused  suggestions   arose   to  his  tniiicl, 
he  determined  by  some  means  or  an- 
other, if  possible,   to  discover  who  she 
really  was.     Just  at  the  time  of  the 
flight  of  Eloise  from  her  own  dwelling, 
lie  became  a  prisoner  for  the  crime  al- 
ready   mentioned ;     and   on    Morano 
alone,    therefore,    remained    his    only 
means  of  obtaining  intelligence  of  her, 
whom,  strange  to  say,  he  never  ceased  to 
remember  but  with  interest  and  tender- 
ness ;  that  tenderness,  forcing  through 
the  harshness  of  his  nature,   had  often 
led  him  to  contemplate  the  fe^atures  of 
Viola,  till  in    wonder   at    himself,  he 
had  rushed  from  her,  in  solitude  to  crush 
those  soft  emotions  he  Vvus  ashamed  to 
acknowledge.     All  Morano's  enquiries 
after    Eloise    had,    however,     proved 
fruitless  ;  for  C'.audiue,  while  slie  lived, 
was  steady  to  her  trust,  nor  did  she 
long  survive  her  unfortunate  mistress  : 
VOL.  Ill-  G  as 


1C2 

as  is  generally  the  case,  one  grand  fall, 
overwhelms  many  lesser  bodies  in  its 
ruins,'  so  did  the  misfortunes  of  dc 
Cleance  extend  to  this  their,  lowly  de- 
pendant, as-  in  the  loss  of  her  situation 
she  experienced  at  an  age  the  least  able 
to  support  them,  all  the  miseries  of 
fvant  and  distress  ;  too  old  for  employ- 
ment, too  infirm  to  seek  one,  sh.e  qui- 
etly sunk  into  the  tomb,  praying  with 
her  latest  breath  for  the  happiness  and 
restoration  of  the  posterity  of  the  good 
de  Volange.  That  the  knowledge  of 
her  husband's  guilt  preyed  inwardly  on 
the  peace  of  his  wife  is  most  certain, 
for  however  despicahle  her  opinion  had 
hitherto  been  of  him,  the  idea  of  being- 
united,  to  a  man  capable  of  so  nuich 
wickedness,  deprived  her  of  peace,  and" 
caused  her  to  number  the  revolvement 
of  her  anguished  hfe  with  bitterness  and 
sorrow;    never   did   the  Eve    of  San 
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Pietro  come  round  without  her  delu<r- 
ing  the  narrativ^e  with  her  tears;  nor 
ever  did  she  gaze  on  the  lovely  coun- 
tenance of  Viola,     without  the  most 
poignant   sensations    of    anxiety   and 
sorrow  ;  when  hiid  too  upon  the  couch 
of  eternity,   and  when  the  secret  of  her 
birth  pressed  heavy  on  her  heart,  gladly 
would  she   have  broken  through  the 
last  commands  of  the  hapless  Eloise, 
and  rather  than  have   left   this   world 
with  the  load  of  dreadful  matter  which 
had  so  long  oppressed  her,  rather  than, 
have  left  the  deserted  Viola  unfriended 
and  unprotected,  have  communicated 
to  her  husband  her  knowledge  of  his 
atrocious  conduct,  of  his  near  affinity 
to  the  orphan  Viola,   and  after  exhort- 
ing him  to  repentance,"   supplicate  for 
her  his  pity  and  support ;  but  this  coti- 
solation  was  denied   to   her,   and  the 
absence  of  the  Marchese,  while  it  cle- 
G  2  termined 
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tonisiued  lier  strictly  to  keep  from  Vi- 
ola tlic  history  of  her  origin,  yet  de- 
prived her  of  the  only  comfort  whicli 
in  this  Hfe  she  was  capable  of  expe- 


ncncnig. 


Zanottt,  whose  penetration  had 
long  led  him  to  suspect  all  tliat  was 
passing  within  her  mind,  hoped  by  in- 
gratiating himself  into  her  favour  to 
have  gained  her  confidence ;  foiled, 
however,  in  this  expectation,  he  re- 
solved to  obtain  that  by  stratagem 
which  he  was  not  likely  openly  to  ac- 
quire ;  and  therefore  by  means  of  the 
private  access  he  had  to  the  castle,  to 
w^atch  her  every  action,  and  note  all 
her  interviews  with  Viola  :  with  this 
intent,  the  night  after  his  conference 
with  her  iii"^he  garden,  instead  of  pro- 
ceeding to  the  monastery,  he  followed 
her  to  the  door  of. the  saloon,  and  oTcr- 

lieard 
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heard  tlie  servant  deliver  the  Marchcsa\s 
message.     A    quick    dcvelopemcnt   of 
character  had  throui>;h  hfe  been  one  of 
his  most  successful  springs  of  action, 
nor  did  it  in  tlie  present  instan'ce  require 
much  discernQ:jent  to  perceive,  that  a 
certain  tincture  of  romance  and  super- 
stition were  the  only  foibles  in  that  of 
Viola  ;  ^vith  this  to  work  upon,  he  had 
only  to  follow  at  §ome  distance  up  the 
great  stair-case,  where  the  gloominess 
of  the  scene, .  and   her   own   terrified 
imagination,  readily  fancied  the  dark 
form  of  the  Monk  to  be  that  of  a  su- 
pernatural being,   while  the  noises  he 
purposely  made,  still  further  served  to 
increase  her  fears,  and  ensure  him  every 
prospect    of  success.      Concealed   be- 
hind a  cabinet,  in   the  dressing-room 
of  the  Marchesa,  which  was  only  di- 
vided by  a  thin  partition  from  the  one 
G  3  ill 
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in  which  she  slept,  he  phiinly  distin- 
guished tlie  v/hole  of  their  conversa- 
tion, a  conversation  wliich  strenglli- 
ened  the  supposition  that  the  apparent- 
ly obscure  orplian  was  of  infinitely 
more  consequence  than  was  generally 
injagined,  and  might  prove  an  essential 
instiiiment  in  his  hands.  Tp  this  end, 
by  means  of  those  false  and  peculiarly 
constructed  keys  wilich  lie  usually  kept 
about  liim,  he  opened  the  vv^riting  desk 
of  the  Marchesa,  removed  the  letter  and 
money  placed  there  for  the  use  of  Vi- 
ola, and  fiom  that  moment  took  all 
possible  care  to  prevent  any  access  to 
the  apartments  of  the  deceased  ;  he  it 
was  also,  who  on  the  night  she  sought 
the  history  of  her  parents,  after  terri- 
iying  her  mind  with  every  circumstance 
of  imaginary  horror,  finally  secured  to 
himself  those  papers,  which  soon  prov- 
ed 


1^27 

td  his  suspicions  to  have  been   wcli- 
fomided  ;   and  while  he  could  not  but 
rejoice  at  the  timely  discovery,  when 
he  reflected  on  the  sentiments  of  Al- 
betka  in  favour  of  Viola,  he  determined 
alsDj  not  only  to  ahirm  the  mind  of 
the  Marchese  on   the  subject  of  his 
sons   attachment,  (an  attachment  he 
bad  hmiself  early  noted,)  but  likewise 
to  tal<e  imvnediate  §tep§  .to  effect  an 
eternal  separation    between  them,     by 
advising  Mo  ran  o  to  form  some  other 
jnore  equal  and  eligible  engagement, 
as  the  only  certain  method  of  prevent- 
in  !>;  Albenza's  enterina:  into  a  clandes- 
tine  and  dis^n-aceful  union  :.  thus    far 
liis  motives  had  been  just,  but  his  con- 
science,  once  relieved  from   this   load 
of    horrible    apprehension,     he    again 
hugged  the  papers  fondly  to  his  heart, 
in  the  diabolical  assurance,  that  they 
G  4  gave 
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gave  him  a  stronger  hold  over  the  man 
whom  he  had  resolved  lo  devote  to  the 
very  refinement  of  suffering-,  to  the 
iiu),t  lingering  dci^truetiou. 
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CHAP.  II. 


'^  Banishment,  -with  all  its  train  of  evils,  is  so 
far  from  being  the  cause  of  contempt,  that  he  who 
bears  up  with  an  undaunted  spirit  against  them, 
erects  on  his  very  misfortunes  a  trophy  to  his 
honour." 

BOLINGBROKE. 


HEN  Louis  de  Volange  burst  from 
tlie  arms  of  his  heart-brokeii  parent, 
to  seek  an  asylum  in  a  foreign 
kingdom,  his  first  emotions  were  sor- 
row and  despair  ;  tears  started  to  his 
eyes,  siglis  burst  in  agony  from  his 
bosom  ;  born  to  rank,  splendour,  and 
affluence,  blest  witli  talents,  beautiful 
in  person,  rich  in  accomphshments, 
and  amiable  in  disposition,  the  sternest 
G  5  philoso- 
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plillosopher  would  have  lingered  on  tlie 
past,  and  asked,  wily  this  should  be  ? 
'^  Farewell   for   e\'er,     my  home,    my 
friends,     my  happiness  1"    sighed    the 
youth,  as  lie  m^^Hmted  the  liorse  pre- 
sented him  bvhis  miards.    lie  \vas  oo^ 
ing  to  banishment,  for  a  ci  ime  of  whieh  ' 
l]is  youth  alone  pronounced  him  to  be 
innocent;  he  was  torn,  perhaps  forever, 
from  a  family  he  adored,  and  by  wliom 
he  thought  himself  temlerly  beloved. 
These  wxre  painful  reflections,  yet  de 
Volange  endeavoured  to  dispel  them  ; 
complaints  and   repinings  might  bring* 
consolation  to   a    weak    and   feminine 
mind,    but   he   felt,    that   to   bear  up 
against  tlie  malice  of  fortune,  and  the 
buffets  of  adversity,   was  the  effort  of 
a  noble  spirit,   and  one  which  nature 
had  in  her  bounty  bestowed  upon  him; 
even  exile,    with  all   its   concomitant 
evils,  when  compared  to  a  life  of  vice 

and 
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ancl  clislionoLir,  gave  a  promise  of  coiii- 
fort  and  contentme  it ;  and,  though  it 
was  hard  to  be  thus  separated  from  all 
he  held  most  dear,  he  should  more  sin- 
cerely prove  his  aifection,  by  trying  to 
overcome  his  calamities,  and  by  pre- 
serving unsullied  the  honoiu*  of  their 
name,  than  by  a  puerile  indulgence  of 
regrets,  which  would  only  debase  him- 
self^ without  raising  them  from  their 
sorrows. 

Poor  hapless  youth  !  of  what  avail 
were  these  thy  virtuous  resolutions  ? 
Doomed  '  to  bloom  unseen,  and  waste 
thy  sweetness  on  the  desert  air ;'  tliy 
years  of  hopeful  manhood  were  all  spent 
in  the  solitude  of  the  gloomy  dungeon,  '. 
to  which  the  fiend-like  di  Montebino 
had  consio-ned  thee. 

When  de  Volange  discovered,    that 
G  6  instead 
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instead  of  being  received  into  the  liospi-* 
table  mansion  of  a  prepared  and  ex- 
pecting friend,  the  letters  he  carried 
were  but  passports  to  an  eternal  and 
hopeless  confinement,  his  acquired  for- 
titude gave  way,  and  he  became  al- 
most frantic.  After  travelling  a  long 
and  weary  journey,  he  halted  with  his' 
guards,  on  a  dull  and  nnsty  evening, 
before  the  walls  of  a  once  stately  but 
now  ruinous  building,  situate  on  the 
south-west  frontier  of  Spain,  and  over- 
looking the  Atlantic  Ocean  ;  here  a 
i>aunt  and  rouoh  fio'ure  of  a  man  made 
bis  appearance,  and  to  the  eager  en- 
quhies  of  de  Volange,  only  replied  by 
the  dreaded  information,  that  he  was  a 
prisoner  at  the  will  and  pleasure  of  the 
Conte  di  Montebino,  to  Avhose  family, 
by  right  of  female  inheritance,  this 
edl3fice  formerly  belonged,  though  it 
was  now  foiling  to  decay  from  inability 
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to  keep  up  its  ancient  magnificeiice. 
Threats  or  remonstrances  were  useless, 
and  de  Volange,  with  one  hc?jt-rend'- 
ing  pang  to  the  memory  of  his  wronged 
father,  submitted  ia  silence  to  his  fate. 
Three-and-twenty  yeafb  did  this  un- 
happy man  drag  on  a  wretched  exist- 
ence within  the  walls  of  a  close  and 
solitary  prison,  where,  excepting  in  the 
change  of  his  guards,  he  had  never 
hcheld  the  human  countenance;  and 
where  neither  booi^s,  nor  one  cheering 
source  of  intellectual  consolation,  ever 
mitigated  the  miseries  of  his  situation, 
wliile  a  kind  of  despairing  resignation 
liad  long  taught  him  to  survisy  the  nar- 
row boundary  of  his  confinement  w^ith 
callous  indifference. 

As  he  sat  one  evening,  watching  the 
progress  of  the  moon,  bursting  majes- 
tically from  a  bright  and  silvery  cloud, 

he 
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he  perceived  the  shad(3\v^  of  a  man, 
walking  sometimes  in  a  hasty  disor- 
dered pic:  J,  then  stopping,  as  if  to 
contemplate  the  building  ;  de  Volange 
(though  he  ahnost  smiled  at  the  feeling 
that  could  yet  be  interested  in  any 
casual  occurrence)  experienced  an  irre- 
sistible impulse  to  ascertain  who  he 
was,  and  therefore  tried  to  force  his 
passage  through  a  narrow  grated  door, 
which  led  from  his  own  dungeon  on  a 
flight  of  steep  broken  stone  steps,  open- 
in  2:  a  descent  to  another  lead  in  2:  to 
the  beach.  Here  he  paused  and  lis- 
tened, for  the  fear  of  being  discovered 
and  more  harshly  confined,  made  him 
hesitate  ere  he  proceeded  farther :  all, 
however,  was  quiet,  and  reaching  tlve 
end  of  the  steps,  he  could  not  resist 
gazing  from  the  narrow  aperture,  on 
the  scene  of  sublime  nature  before  him ; 
when,  as  his  hand  rested  on  the  jutting. 
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frao-meiitsof  the  wall,  lie  felt  sometliinsr 
like  a  paper  hastil}^  thrust  into  it  be- 
tween the  bars  ;  surprise  for  a  moment 
bereft  him  of  every  facult}^,  till  quickly, 
concealing  it  in  his  bosom,  he  bent 
forWarcf,  and  observed  a  man  much 
disguised,  fast  receding  from  the  spot, 
while,  by  the  clear  rays  of  the  moon, 
he  now  with  a  beatitig  heart  perused 
these  words  : — 

'^  In   tlie    person    of  your  present 
guard,  power  and  bribery  have  gained 
you  a   friend ;  he  will  affoixl  you  the 
requisite  habiliments,   and   by  to-mor- 
row's sun-set  you  are  free  to  quit  Spain 
for  ever.  '  The  last  atonement  a  wretch- 
ed sinner  has  nov\^  to  offer,  is  to   bid 
you  seek  your  wandering  and  injured 
sister  in  Italy  ;  .protect  her,  and  do  not 
curse  your  lost  but  repentant  mother.; 
Enclosed  is  money,   with  a  full  confes- 
sion 
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sion  of  ciiincs,  that  will  freeze  youf 
blood,  and  make  you  detest  the  being 
to  whom  you  owe  your  existence  and 
your  misfortunes. 

'*  Eloise  de  Volange." 

This  confession  was  but  a  repetition 
of  circumstances  aheady  related,  ex- 
cepting that  the  Marchioness,  after 
several  years  past  in  infamy  and  ex-^ 
travagance  with  her  atrocious  lover, 
was  awakened  to  penitence  and  remorse 
by  a  severe  and  painful  illness,  which, 
together  with  the  news  of  her  husband's 
death,  brought  her  to  a  full  sense  of 
the  magnitude  of  her  crimes,  and  a 
wish,  if  possible,  to  make  now  the 
only  reparation  in  her  power,  by  libe- 
rating her  son.  One  daughter,  also, 
her  offspring  by  Montebino,  had  often, 
by  her  disobedience  and  ingratitude, 
caused  her  bitterly  to  regret  the  dutiful 
1  and. 
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and  promising  children  she  had  so  inhu- 
manly cast  from  her,  while  the  ill-treat- 
luent  and  final  desertion  of  Montebino, 
who,  witli  Olivia,  left  her,  to  com- 
mence a  new  career  in  Italy,  agonized 
her  with  the  comparison  of  the  excel- 
lent husband  she  had  devoted  to  de- 
struction, and  the  inhuman  sordid  ty- 
rant, who  now  only  reproached  her 
with  her  crimes,  and  left  her  to  de- 
spair and  poverty,  Stretched  on  the 
bed  of  death,  she  almost  deprived  her- 
self of  common  necessaries,  to  raise  a 
sum  sufficient  to  induce  the  gaoler  of 
the  unfortunate  de  Volange  to  connive 
at,  and  assist  in,  his  liberation  ;  this  she 
then  committed  to  the  charge  of  an 
old  and  faithful  servant  of  her  late 
Lord  ;  and  just  as  the  pangs  of  disso- 
lution were  fast  approaching,  as  life 
sat  quivering  on  her  lips,  and  anxiety 
for  the  fate  of  her  son  withheld  her 
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fleeting  spirit,  the  looked-for  messen- 
ger entered  the  apartment,  Avith  news 
(>f  his  success.  The  sudden  hurst  of 
happiness  was  too  powerful ;  foi*,  rais- 
ing her  dim  eyes  to  heaven,  she  be- 
sought its  pardon  for  her  own  oflfcnces, 
and  a  fervent  hlessing  on  the  heads  of 
lier  chilch'cn,  then  sunk  back  upon  her 
pillow,  and  uttering  the  name  of  de 
Volange,  expired.  The  sensations  that 
filled  the  mind  of  her  son,  on  reading 
the  avowal  of  his  erring,  though  le- 
pentant  parent,  may  readily  be  conceiv- 
ed, nor  was  he  restrained  by  the  fear  of 
personal  danger  from  taking  France  in 
his  way,  and  visiting  the  spot  wiiere  he 
hoped  to  have  been  pressed  to  her  heart, 
and  pour  the  bairn  of  peace  and  ibr- 
giveuess  on  the  wounds  of  anguish  and- 
contrition;  ere,  however,  he  reached  the 
seat  of  his  ancestors,  she  had  breathed 
her  last,  and  dc  Volange,  while  he  re- 
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solved  to  make  himself  known,  -  and 
demand  justice  on  his  oppressor,  yet 
thought  it  most  expedient  first  to  pass- 
over  into  Italy,  and  having  discovered 
his  sister,  return  with  her  into  France, 
there  acknowledging  his  name  and 
rank,  and  clarniing  his  lost  inheritance. 
It  chanced,  however,  that  the  first 
place  he  stopped  at  on  his  arrival  in 
Naples,  was  the  house  of  the  pof>r 
woman  where  the  good  old  Claudine 
had  died,  and  who  had  been  her  near 
relation;  enquiring  of  her,  if  she  had 
ever  knovvai  any  person  of  the  name  of 
de  Clean ce?  (for  the  assumed  one  of 
his  father  had  been  told  him  by  the 
servant  who  procured  his  release,)  he 
was  instantly  informed  of  every  par- 
ticular relative  to  that  unfortunate 
man,  as  communicated  by  Claudine 
in  her  last  moments  ;  for,  on  the  night 
preceding  her  departure,  Eloise  (who 

saw 
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saw    slie    had    long     suspected)     ac- 
quainted   her  with    the   circumstance 
of  her  father's  murder,    charging  her 
at    the   same    time    never   to    betray 
the   secret.      Faithfully    did  Claudine 
hold  the   trust,   not  only  on  account 
of   lier   promise,    but    also    that    she 
knew   her   feeble   evidence   would   be 
very  ineiFectual  against  so  great  and. 
powerful   a  man  as  the    Marchese  dl 
Morano ;  in  the  awful  period  of  clos- 
ing existence,    however,    her  soul  re- 
fused its  flight  in  peace,   charged  with 
so   foul    a  burthen^     and    Calling   the 
good  Benedetta  to  her  bedside,  she  re- 
cited  the   whole  adventure,  imploring 
her,  if  ever  a  lit  season  arose,  not  to 
kt  the  blood  of  the  innocent  go  unre- 
venged.     Stung  to  the   heart    by  this 
intelligence,  de  Volange  raved   about 
the  apartment,  cursing  Montebino  as 
the  primary  author  of  all  their  calami- 
ties, 
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ties,  and  vowing  vengeance  agaijist  the 
man  who  had  dared  contaminate  the  ho- 
nour of  his  sister.    The  old  woman,  who 
began  to  fear  his  senses  were  impaired, 
besought  him  to  moderate  his   trans- 
ports,  and  assured  him,   that  it  would 
be  a  very  easy  matter  to  discover  the 
Marchese,  as  she   believed  he  was  at 
that  moment  resident  in  Naples.     This 
presented  consolation  to  the  frantic  de 
Volange,   though  a  little  consideration 
told  him,  he  was  but  ill  able  to  contend 
with  so  mighty  a  foe  ;  without  money, 
friends,  or  any  substantial  proofs,  M^hat 
revenge  remained  for  him,  save  chal- 
lenging him  to  fight,  wiiich  he  knew 
tht  Marchese  would  refuse  to  accept 
from  an  obscure  and  unknbwni  stran- 
ger,    a    plea,     his   guilty    conscience 
^vould    gladly    induce   him     to   make 
use  of;   cowardly  assassination  was  an 
idea  he  spurned  at,   while  open  pub- 
}ic  justice,    sanctioned   by    law,    and 
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executed  in  the  view  of  all  man- 
kind, Avas  ti)e  rig  lit  he  panted  for, 
and  to  obtain  which  he  now  deter- 
mined to  check  the  impetuosity  of  Ids 
fecUngs,  and  by  acting  with  caution 
and  reserve,  acquire  such  ceitainty 
of  the  crime  of  Morano,  and  of  tlie 
actions  of  Montebino,  as  would  enable 
-him  to  bring  their  atrocities  to  a  pro- 
per light,  and  finally  overwhelm  them 
M'ith  the  shame  and  punishment  they 
deserved.  For  tliis  purpose,  after  set- 
tUng  to  take  up  his  residence  with  Bene- 
detta,  who  now  began  to  feel  assured 
of  his  being  a  rational  creature,  he  sal- 
hed  forth  into  the  city,  resolving  to 
frequent  all  places  of  public  resort,  that 
might  bring  him  to  the  sight  of  the 
two  men  he  so  anxiously  sought.  His 
person  was  totally  unknown  to  the 
Marchese,  while  his  acquirement  of  the 
Spanish  language  and  manner,  togetber 
^^'ith  the  long  interval  that  had  elapsed, 

'  would 
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A\^ould  prevent  his  being  recognised  by 
di  j\Iontebino,  whose  offences  were  now 
ahnost  forgotten  in  the  greater  injuries 
Avhich  called  for  all  his  vengeance  and 
exertion.     It  was  in  one  of  these  mixed 
assemblies  that  he  became  acquainted 
with  the  Signior  Valverdi,  an  amiable 
man,   of  good   family,    on  whom  his 
pleasing  manners  and  interesting  per- 
son soon  made  so  great  an  impression, 
that  he  not  only  sought  him  as<in  ac- 
quaintance,   but  cultivated  him   as   a 
friend  ;  to  him  de  Volange  opened  his 
whole  heart,  informed  him  of  his  name 
and  history,   requesting  liis  assistance 
and  advice. 

^'  I  AM  acquainted  with  tlie  Conte 
di  Montebino,  said  Valverdi,  after  lis- 
tening to  his  narrative  with  every  mark 
of  pity  and  respect ;  -^  and,  if  you  like, 
will  introduce  you  at  his  villa  ;•  this  very- 
night 
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iiiglit  lie  gives  one  of  those  splendid 
and  luxurious  entertainments,  support- 
.ed,  I  now  conclude,  on  the  ruin  of 
your  patrimony." 

De  Volange  most  readily  agreed 
to  this  proposal,  while  his  friend  ac- 
quainted him  with  every  known  par- 
ticular of  the  life  of  the  Marchese  di 
Moranx) ;  his  close  and  early  connexion 
with  the  infamous  Ubaldo,  and  every 
circumstance  relative  to  that  extra- 
ordinary and  mysterious  character. 
**  Mark  me,"  said  Vaiverdi,  when  he 
had  made  an  end  of  his  interesting:  re- 
cital,  *'  the  ]\Iarchese  is  a  constant 
guest  at  Montebino's,  and  will  be  there 
to-night ;  force  yourself  on  his  atten- 
tion, while  1  observe  the  Contc;  en- 
deavour also,  in  the  course  of  conver- 
sation, to  name  Ubaldo  as  a  man  you 
i-emember;  iiote  l:im  well  tlicn,  Avatch 

cxi'iy 
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every  turn  in  liis  countenance ;  ancT  if 
he  betray  an  emotion,  be  certain  he  is 
guilty  ;  for  it  was  to  UbaIdo\s  being  in 
possession  of  some  important  secret, 
that  tlie  world  ascribed  his  unbounded 
swny  over  j\Iorano." 

He  is  guilty,  my  friend  !"  exclaimed 
the  agitated  de  Volange,  when  they 
reached  th.e  street,  after  tlie  confusion 
at  Montebino's  ;  '^  and  my  unhappy 
father,  my  deluded  Eioise,  have  both, 
too  surely,  been  the  victims  of  this  re- 
morseless villain  !" 

After  many  plans  started,  argu- 
ments discussed,  and  schemes  dismis- 
sed, it  was  finally  proposed  they  should 
meet  in  the  course  of  one  week  from 
that  time,  (as  Valverdi  was  under  the 
necessity  of  hastening  to  a  sick  parent  a 
short  distance  from  the  city,)  and  then 
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adopt  measures  for  accusing  Monte- 
bino,  and  bringing  the  Marchese  to 
punislnrient.  Valverdi,  however,  was 
detained  much  longer  than  he  expect- 
ed ;  and  it  was  one  evening  in  the 
course  of  that  period,  that  de  Volange, 
taking  a  solitary  walk  on  the  bay,  had 
a  note  slipt  into  liis  hand  by  an  un- 
known person,  who  immediately  after 
disappeared ;  hastily  lie  tore  it  open, 
and  perused  the  ibliowing  lines  : — 

*'  The  Marquis  de  Volange,  though 
apparently  forsaken  and  deserted,  Jias 
still  one  friend  ready  and  able  to 
assist  in  bringing  his  en-emies  to  jus- 
tice. If  you  have  courage,  therefore, 
and  v/ill  venture  alone  and  unat- 
tended, at  midnight  to  this  same  spot,. 
I  will  make  my  purpose  known  to 
you." 

The 
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The  author  of  this  epistle  may  be 
readily  suspected.  Tlie  first  impulse 
of  Ubaldo,  on  ])crusing  tlie  narrative 
of  Eloise,  was  to  make  its  contents 
subservient  to  his  views  on  the  Mar- 
chese,  whose  ruin  and  destruction  he 
was  now  resolved  to  lose  no  time  in 
accomphshing  ;  while  a  letter  from 
Morano  at  that  moment,  by  recounting 
tlie  adventure  at  IMontcbino's,  and  the 
striking  likeness  of  the  stranger  to  de 
Cleance,  at  once  inspired  him  witli  the 
hope,  that  in  this  mysterious  French- 
man he  should  discover  the  long  ba- 
nished de  Volauge  :  for  this  purpose, 
Corvino  was  summoned  to  the  con- 
vent, and  after  receiving  various  in- 
structions from  his  wary  employer, 
was  quickly  dispatched  to  the  city  ; 
theie  to  ascertain  the  name,  family, 
and  residence  of  the  stranger.  Cor- 
vino had  not  been  one  day  in  Naples, 
H  2  before 
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bclbie  an  accidcnial  meeting  in  tlie 
street  eon^  inccd  liini  so  stronr;*  a  si- 
militude could,  only  exist  between  a 
father  and  a  son  ;  wliile  a  ring,  which 
lie  inadvertently  wore  on  his  finger, 
wdth  the  same  arms  he  recollected  to 
liave  observed  on  a  locket  tied  round 
the  neck  of  Eloise,  proved,  that  he 
was,  in  realit}',  the  object  of  his 
search  ;  after  tracing  him  to  his  abode, 
and  gaining  all  the  information  he 
could,  he  returned  to  Zanotti,  with 
sufficient  evidence  to  induce  him  to 
take  speedy  and  decisive  measures. 

He  now,  therefore,  reported  to  the 
brotherhood,  that  business  of  the 
greatest  importance  called  him  to  the 
city ;  and  after  regretting  that  any 
worldly  cares  should  have  power  to 
force  him  from  his  holy  retreat,  as- 
sured them   his  sojourn    would  be  as 

brief 
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brief  as  possible  :  ond  then  nioiuitie.o- 
Jiis  horse,  set  torwards  with  llic  utmost 
liaste  towards  Naples  :  ai lived  early 
ill  the  afternoOD,  he  took  up  his  resi- 
d<.nice  exactly  opposite  to  tlie  d welling 
of  de  Vo Ian gc ;  and  had  not  been 
there  two  hours,  ere  he  saw  him  pass 
the  tlircsliold,  and  walk  slowly  towards 
the  bay.  Instantly  the  ready  con- 
triver peuacd  tlie  foregoing  letter, 
whicli,  having  sent  after  him,  lie  re- 
tired to  his  own  clramber,  to  rid  him- 
self of  his  monastic  habit;  and,  in  the 
dress  of -a  layman,  awaite,d  with  some 
impatience  the  midniglit  hour ;  while 
de  Volange,  equally  anxious,  had  re-' 
paired  to  the  appointed  rendezvous, 
regardless  of  danger,  and  callous  (in 
the  hope  of  punishing  the  murderer  of 
his  revered  parent,)  to  every  peril  that 
could  befal  him. 

n  3  He 
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He  had  not  anived  long,  before  he 
perceive!  a  tall,  majestic  figure,  coming 
towards  him ;  a  long  black  cloak  co- 
vered his  whole  person,  while  a  hat  of 
the  same  nearly  concealed  a  coun. 
tcnance,  whose  peculiarity  of  expres- 
sion yet  sjione  through  the  darkness 
of  the  night  and  the  disguise  in  which 
he  strove  to  envelope.it, 

*^  It  is  long  past  midnight,"  he 
cried,  in  the  same  emphatic,  hollow 
tone,  which,  on  the  portentous  Eve  of 
San  Pietro,  struck  coward  trepidation 
to  the  soul  of  Moraidi  ;  "  and  one- 
fleeting  hour  is  all  the  space  allotted 
tor  me,  ^o  do  the  work  of  retribution. 
Witnetis  \  on  great  Heaven  !'■  conti- 
nued the  hypocrite,  "  and  you  ye 
hosts  of  shining  kingdoms,  by  no  pri- 
vate pique,  no  selfish  malice,  have  / 
beeu    actuated  to  put  the  means  of 

justice 
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justice  in  your  power.  Marquis  clc 
Volange,  I  know  thee  well ;  and  in 
Moraldi  di  Morano  will  prove  the 
seducer  of  thy  sister,  and  the  a,ssassin 
of  thy  father  !  If,  howTver,  years  of 
long  captivity,  if  oppression  and  dis- 
appointment, have  so  deadened  thy 
feelings,  as  to  render  thee  indifferent 
to  the  injuries  tliou  hast  sustain- 
ed"  . 

^'  If  !"  interrupted  de  Volange ; 
*'  and  can  you  for  a  moment  ima- 
sriiie  .1  would  hesitate  to  take  a  fair 
and  honourable  revenge  ?" 

"  Honourable  1"  returned  Uhaldo, 
while  a  smile  of  involuntary  contempt 
past  over  his  features;  **  let  honour 
contend  with  honour ;  fraud  and  vil- 
lainy nnist  meet  their  equals,  upon  equal 
terms  !"  At  this  moment,  the  Mar- 
H  4  chese, 


152 

cbese,  leai^iied  with  the  infamous  dl 
Montebino,  is  prepared  to  crash  yoit  : 
the  consternation  with  which  your 
unexpected  appearance  inspired  him 
at  the  Conte's  assembly,"  (de  Volange 
started,)  *'  has  induced  him  to  watch 
your  footsteps,  and^discover  the  place 
of  your  retreat.  Even  on  a  bare 
suspicion  have  they  resolved  on  your 
death ;  and  I  scarcely  know  whether 
my  interference  is  not  already  too 
late.  De  Volange,  I  loved  your  sis- 
ter, honourably  loved  her;  the  trea- 
chery of  ]\Iorano  stole  her  from  me ; 
^liile  her  cliild,  her  lovely  daughter, 
now  immured  within  a  gloomy  pri- 
son, pines  the  victim  of  inhuman 
tyranny  ;  and  the  son  of  IMorano, 
unknowing" 


'*  Hold  1"  interrupted  de  Volange, 

emo- 
tion ; 


his  whole  fj-ame  trembling  with  emo- 
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tioii;  '^  you  need  go  no  further,  to 
drive  nie  to  madness,  to  despe- 
ration!" 

''  Take,"  continued  Zanotti,   *^  this 
key ;    it   opens   to  the   ruined    apart- 
ments of  iMorano  castle,   where  youi» 
niece  is   now   imprisoned ;    mark  Avell 
my  directions,   and   you   shall  readily 
ohtain    sufficient    evidence,    to  bring 
Morano   to  an  open  and   public  con- 
viction.     View   these  characters,"  he 
added,    drawing    the    manuscript    of 
Eloise    from    under    the   folds    of  his 
garment ;    "   and   this,"  shewing  the 
da2:2:<^r  on  which  rusted  the  blood  of 
dc  Cleancc ;    ^'and  when,  by  awaken- 
ing the  conscience  of  the  Marchcse, 
thou  shalt  have  obtained   convincing- 
proofs  of  his  guilt  and  my  integrity, 
then  shall  we  meet  again  ;  and  these 
H  5  dumbj 


dumb,     but    damning    witnesses,     be 
tliine  own/' 

"  I  AM  already  convinced  !*'  ex- 
claimed de  Volange,  his  eye  wildly 
gazing  on  the  dagger ;  ^'  I  need  no 
other  witnesses." 

**  But  I  must  be  satisfied,"  said 
UbaldOj  haughtily ;  ''•  and  can  only 
be  so,  by  your  seeking  in  the 
castle  of  Morano  further  corrobora- 
tions." 

He  now  proceeded,  with  all  the  art 
and  subtlety  of  which  he  was  master, 
to  assure  him  his  name  and  rank 
were  already  suspected  by  the  Marchese 
and  Montebino,  \¥ho  had  both  resolved 
to  deprive  him  treacherously  of  life ; 
while,  (such  was  the  power  and  in- 
fluence 
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fluence  of  Morano,)  that  unless  he 
obtained  the  most  incontrovertible 
proofs  of  his  crime,  his  cause  would 
be  defeated,  and  himself  exposed  to 
all  the  malice  and  vengeance  of  his 
implacable  enemies;  as  also  his  gain- 
ing entiance  into  the  castle  was  the 
only  means  of  preserving  the  injured 
Viola  from  the  persecutions  of  her 
inhuman  father ;  and  the  untimely 
fate,  which,  in  all  probability,  awaited 
her,  from  his  fears  of  her  becoming  the 
wife  of  his  son. 

Under  these  impressions,  de  Yo- 
lange  at  length  consented  to  adopt 
the  measures  of  his  unknown  adviser; 
which  were,  disguised  as  a  religious, 
to  hover  round  the  castle,  and  note 
every  action  of  its  infamous  possessor ; 
the  key  given  him  by  Ubaldo  would 
gain  him  entrance  through  a  con- 
H  (I  cealed 
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ccalcd  door,  lertding  from  tlie  olJ 
chapel  into  the  apartments  of  his- 
niece,  over  Avliorn  he  was  to  keep  tlic 
strictest  watcli,  while  the  expected 
arrivals  of  the  Marcliese  and  jMonte- 
bino,  would  speedily  ensure  his  just 
triumph  and  success. 

'•  When  the  destined  moment  ar- 
rives," continued  Ubaldo,  *'  you  will 
behold  me  again  ;  without  my  aid 
you  can  do  nothing ;  and  it  is  only 
by  observing  my  directions,  that  you 
will  obtain  it ;  be  steady  and  remem- 
ber."  Saying  these  words,  he  drew 

liis  garments  close  around  him,  and 
was  soon  beyond  sight  of  the  wonder- 
ijig  Marquis,  who  almost  began  to 
think  he  had  been  holding  converse 
wit'h  a  being  of  immortal  agency. 

De   Volange,  it  then  was,  who, 

shrouded 
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shrouded  in  the  sable  vestments  of  a 
Monk,  made  so  strong  and  awful  an 
impression  on  the  mind  of  Albenza, 
while  assisted  by  some  terrihc  de- 
ceptions, conveyed  to  him  by  Ubaldo, 
he  so  compleatly  awakened  every  feel- 
ing of  horror  and  remorse  in  the 
mind  of  the  jMarchesc,  as  scarcely  to 
require  any  stronger  evidence  of  his, 
guilt ;  there  too,  had  he  listened  to 
the  soft  complaints  of  Viola ;  and  he 
it  was,  whose  hght  reflected  from  the 
northern  turret,  had,  on  the  night 
before  slie  quitted  her  melancholy  pri- 
son, caused  her  so  much  consternation 
and  alarm.  It  was  on  the  evening  of 
Albenza's  marriage  and  disappearance, 
that  Ubaldo  once  more  stood  before 
him ;  for,  as  de  Volange  sat  in  an 
attitude  of  pensive  meditation,  in  the 
old  chapel,  he  was  astonished,  on 
raising  his  head,  to  perceive  the  same 
52  tall 
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tall  figure  Cv")nteniplatlng  him  at  some 
distance  ;  in  one  hand  he  held  tlie 
bloody  dagger ;  while,  with  the  other, 
he  extended  the  papers  of  Eloise. 

*^  De  Volange,"  he  cried,  in  a 
low  and  solemn  tone,  "  the  hour  is 
now  arrived  ;  take  these,"  he  added, 
giving  them  into  the  hands  of  the 
Marquis,  **  and  hasten  to  the  city; 
then,  when  you  have  deposited  them 
ill  the  possession  of  the  Magistrate, 
accuse  of  murder  the  Marchese'  di 
Morano,  and  await  patiently  the  se- 
quel ;  if  these  are  not  sufficient  to 
convict  him,  cite  as  your  witness, 
one  Corvino,  late  his  servant." Say- 
ing this,  he  disappeared  in  a  moment, 
leaving  de  Volange  gazing  with  har- 
rowed eyes  on  the  crimsoned  dagger ; 
it  was,  indeed,  rusted  with  the  life- 
blood  of  de  Clean ce,  while  the  name 

of 
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of  Morale] i  diAlbenza  appeared  deeply 
engraven  on  the  hilt.  After  nuisiDg 
some  time  on  the  awful  and  extra- 
orduiary  events  which  marked  his 
house's  destiny,  he  laid  aside  his  dis- 
guise, and  hastened  towards  the  wood, 
where,  in  the  care  of  a  peasant,  who 
dwelt  on  the  outskirts,  he  had  left  his 
horse. 


•  The  night  was  dark  and  lowering; 
the  moon  obscured  by  a  thick  and 
watery  cloud  ;  and  the  solemn  still- 
ness which  reigned  over  all,  cast  an 
unusual  depression  on  the  spirits  of  de 
Volange  ;  almost  absorbed  in  reflec- 
tion, he  rode  along,  unconscious  of 
the  way,  when  turning  the  angle  of 
a  narrow  path,  he  distinguished  the 
groans  of  a  person  apparently  in  the 
agonies  of  pain  and  dissolution;  he 
hstened  for  some    time,    to   discover 

whence 
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-whence  the  sounds  proceeded,  and 
found  at  last,  that  they  came  from  a 
deep  and  muddy  ditch,  whicli  lay 
close  under  the  hedi^e,  bv  the  road 
side ;  instantly  spurring  his  horse,  a 
few  paces  brought  him  to  the  view  of 
a  man,  wounded  and  weltering  in  his 
blood  :  he  flew  towards  him,  raised  and 
supported  his  head  upon  his  knee ; 
one  large  gash  was  cut  across  his  fore- 
head, while  another,  just  below  the 
heart,  proved  he  had  not  long  to 
sutJer.  De  Volange  now  filled  his 
hat  with  water,  from  a  spring  that 
run  close  by,  which  somewhat  re- 
storing him,  he  raised  his  t'^t^t  to  the 
countenance  of  his  preserver.  What, 
however,  were  the  sensa,tions  of  the 
Marquis,  when  he  recognised  the 
features  of  Montebino  !  almost  invo- 
luntarily he  shrunk  from  him,  while  a 
deep   convulsive  sigh   burst  from  his 

heart, 
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heart,     and    lie    could    only    exclarin,' 
''  My  father  !  my  murdered  lather  1'" 

**  Oh  !"'  cried  the  dying  sinner,  in 
stifled  accents,  ^^  that  I  could  hope 
there  is  no  world  hey  on  d  tins ;  that 
I  could  hut  now  hchold  that  injured 
man,  tliat  wronged  de  Volange  !  then 
would  I  own  my  cringes,  and  die 
in  peace: — Peace!''  he  added,  his 
whole  frame  writhing  with  the  tor- 
ture of  his  wounds,  from  whieli  the 
hlood  now  flowed  faster,  **  Oh  1  there 
is  none  for   me  !  —  Hell !  —  thou   art 

waiting  to    receive  me  ! Fiends — 

to  tear  my  vitals,   to  gnaw  upon  my 
soul  I" 

'*  Behold,  then,  thou  erring  and 
ungrateful  friend,"  said  the  Marquis, 
again  tendering  that  assistance  which 
a  momentary  impulse  had  caused  him 
to  withdraw,   *'  Louis  do  Volange,  the 

sou 
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son  of  that  inild,  beneficent  being, 
who  now  looks  down  from  his  abode 
of  happiness,  to  pardon  and  forgive  his 
enemy." 

MoNTEBiNO  once  more  lifted  his 
dying  eyes  to  the  face  of  the  JMarquis, 
and  having  gazed  on  it  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, faintly  articulated,  **  Art  rhou 
indeed  that  virtuous  sufferer  ?  and  janst 
thou  forbear  to  curse  me  ?  Oh  !  dt  Vo- 
lange,"  he  added,  placing  his  hand 
upoii  his  smarting  wound,  while  the 
coki  drops  of  agony  and  cieaih  beclcVr- 
ed  his  mutilated  forehead,  ''thou  art 
indeed  revenged  !  behold  me  dying — !» 
cut  off  with  all  my  shis  upon  my  head, 
and  going — horrible,  blasting  prospect, 
to  appear  before  that  God  vrhom  I  dare 
not  venture  to  implore  I"' 

'^    Chkck,"    replied    the    Marqufe 
mildly,    '^  these  violent  emotions,  and 

hope, 


liope,  unhappy  man,  that  your  dread- 
ful end  pleads  as  an  atonement  for  your 
past  life,  and  that  your  late,  and  I 
trust  shicere  repentance,  will  expiate 
your  offences ;  receive,  di  IMontebino, 
my  forgiv^eness,  and  in  mine  the  for- 
giveness of  my  father;  in  the  grave  let 
your  errors  be  forgotten,  and  may  I 
so  obtain  remission  of  my  sins  in  the 
world  to  come,  as  I  now  freely  pardon 
yours  1'* 

*^  Generous,  noble  de  Volange  !" 
exclaimed  the  guilty  sufferer,  ^^  I  know 
not  how  to  thank  thee  ;  but  if  a  wretch 
like  me  shall  dare  to  supplicate,  bless-— 
bless  him,  mighty  Heaven  1  Oh  mercy, 
mercy  !"  b.e  cried,  his  words  growing 
niore  inarticulate  between  every  pause  ; 
*'  pardon — Oli !  de  Volange  1— mer- 
cy !" He  now  gave  one  con- 
vulsive catch,  and  clenching  with  ])is 

crimsoned 
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crimsoned  hands  the  arm  of  the  Mar- 
quis, uttered  a  low  groan,  and  ex- 
pired. 

It  appears  that  IMontcbino,  on  the 
mornino;  of  his  daughter's  nuptials,  re- 
ceived intelligence  from  one  of  the 
many  spies  wliom  he  kept  in  employ, 
that  it  was  reported  Louis  de  Volange 
had  escaped  from  prison,  and  was  has- 
tening to  France,  to  claim  his  rights, 
and  bring  his  oppressor  to  justice ; 
this  news  v/as  soon  after  confirmed  by 
another  messenger,  averring,  that  a 
man  who  had  been  one  of  his  former 
guards  in  the  Spanish  territory,  had 
seen  him  a  very  few  days  since.  IMon- 
tcbino,  alarmed  at  these  tidings,  re- 
solved, as  soon  as  possible  after  the 
marriage  was  solemnized,  to  depart 
for  that  kingdom,  and  by  immediately 
securing  the   person   of  de   Volange, 

prevent 
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prevent  any  reports  gaining  ground  to 
his  own  disadvantage.  In  consequence 
of  this  determination,  he  left  the  castle 
of  jMorano  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
and  fearful  of  creating  suspicion,  and 
frustratino-  his  designs,  set  out  unat- 
tended :  attacked  by  ruffians  in  the 
wood,  they  plundered  him  of  every 
thing  he  had  about  him,  and  after 
giving  him  a  mortal  wound  in  the  side, 
decamped  witli  the  horse,  leaving  him 
in  the  dreadful  condition  from  which 
he  was  succoured  by  the  humanity  of 
the  man  whose  destruction  he  at  that 
moment  had  been  planning. 


CHAP. 


\66 


CHAP.   III. 


■^  0  i  reach' rous  consciencc- 


See,  from  b^^hind  her  secret  stand, 

The  nly  inforiTic^r  minutes  evv^ry  fsult, 
And  her  dread  diary  Avith  horror  fills." 

YouxG. 

^^  Ere,  to  b;ack  Ilccat's  summons, 
The  shard-borne  beetle,  T\-ith  his  drov/sy  hums, 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  shall  be 

done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note." 

SlIAKESTEAKE. 


T^yiiEN  tlie  Pvlarchcse  rushed  frantic 
ill  desperation  from  the  cliamber  of 
Lorenzo,  his  last  ^vords  to  Bernardo 
had  been  an  order  to  secure  the  women ; 
the  steward,  however,  who  liad  long- 
been 
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Ijecn  acquainted  Avith  the  secret  pur- 
poses of  his  Lord,  and  who  now  fore- 
saw the  downfal  of  his  |)lans,  (while 
the  mysterious  words  of  Gradisca  filled 
liini  with  alarm  and  consternation,) 
thought  it  better  to  provide  for  his  own 
safety  by  flight,  and  in  consequence, 
after  throwing  the  body  of  the  hapless 
Lorenzo  into  the  sack  he  had  brought 
for  the  purpose,  innnediately  left  tlie 
cottage,  revolving  to  conceal  himself 
in  the  city  till  time  developed  the  se- 
quel. Pale,  trembling,  and  affrighted, 
not  daring  to  speak,  and  almost  fearing 
to  turn  their  anxious  eyes,  had  Viola 
and  her  companion  remained,  in  a  si- 
tuation to  which  words  can  but  ill  do 
justice,  till  the  morning's  dawn,  when 
the  arrival  of  Father  Jerome,  going  his 
accustomed  charitable  rounds,  relieved 
their  fears,  and  whispered  comfort  to 
their  wounded  spirits  ;  gladly  did  they 
1  accept 
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accept  his  offer  of  seeking  refuge  iiithc 
monastery,  M'here  he  propiiscd  them 
an  immediate  temporary  assy  him  ;  and 
wliile  Gradisca  bathed  the  l)leeding 
form  of  Lorenzo  with  her  tears,  she 
inwardly  vowed  tliat  her  entrance 
within  its  charitable  walls  should  be 
the  period  of  tliat  heavy  secret  which 
liad  so  long  preyed  npon  tlie  peace  of 
her  existence  ;  the  period,  however,  of 
licr  miserable  days,  was  also  soon  des- 
tined to  find  its  close,  for  the  agita- 
tion of  her  mind,  her  long  sutiering, 
and  the  want  and  hardships  she  had 
endured,  brought  on  the  symptoms  of 
a  fever,  which,  in  three  honrs  after  her 
arrival,  ended  in  one  of  very  alarming 
appearance.  Viola,  whose  feelings  had 
likewise  sustained  a  severe  shock,  and 
whose  heart  was  rent  with  sorrow  for 
the  untimely  fiite  of  Lorenzo,  and 
anxiety  for  that  of  her  lover,  (for  Je- 
rome 
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roine  had  informed  hcF  of  his  behig 
missing,)  yet  strove  to  acquire  ^forti- 
tudc,  an<;l  exercise  every  office  of  kind- 
ness  and  sj^mpathy  towards  the  unhap- 
py woman,  whose  disorder  wa^  now 
rapidly  increasing,  and  who  raved  in 
€very  dehrious  paroxysm  on  the  name 
of  LorenzOj  declaring  that  he  was  the 
true  son  of  the  Marchese  di  Moriino, 
and  that  Albenza  was  the  offspring  of 
Bertoldo  ! 

J ER o:\rE,  who  was  convinced  some 
fatal  secret,  relative  to  the  Albenzi  fa- 
mily, prest  heavy  on  her  mind,  sent 
instantly  for  the  Father  Zanotti,  who, 
as  being  Confessor  to  the  Miu'chese,  he 
lliought  the  most  prop©**  person  to  seek 
her  confidence:  what,  however,  was 
the  consternation  of  the  whole  frater- 
nity, on  being  told  by  the  porter, 
tliat  in  a  short  time  after  he  had  ad- 

YOL.  Ill,  T  mittcd 
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niitted  a  stranger  to  his  presence,  the 
Abbate  had  past  the  gate  in  seeming 
agitation ;  and  on  his  immediately 
proceeding  to  seek  the  man  who  had 
apparently  caused  his  sudden  flight,  he 
found  the  cell  empty,  and  the  stranger 
gone  also ! 

Jerome,  whose  conjectures  had 
never  been  favourable  either  to  the 
Marchese  or  the  Abbate,  after  recom- 
mending the  dying  woman  to  the  care 
of  Viola,  was  hastening  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible to  the  castle,  when  he  was  sum- 
moned to  the  sick  chamber  by  a  mes- 
saQ:e  from  Gradisca,  whose  returninfj 
reason  convinced  her  she  had  but  a 
short  time  to  live,  and  who  now  re- 
quested a  private  interview  with 
him.  On  entering  her  apartment,  he 
was  struck  by  the  change  which  a  few 
hours  had  wrought  in  her  countenance, 
6  w^hile 
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while  in  a  feeble  voice  she  requested 
him  to  approach  the  bed,  and  receive 
her  last  confession. 

*'  It  is  well  known,'*  she  said,  in  ac- 
cents frequently  broken  by  pain  and 
emotion,  ''  that  from  having  been 
tolerably  educated,  and  the  daughter 
of  a  respectable  tenant  on  my  Lord's 
estate,  I  was,  when  taken  into  the  ser- 
vice of  his  wife,  treated  with  more 
condescension  and  respect  than  is  usual- 
ly shewn  to  menial  attendants ;  I  was 
about  her  person  from  the  day  of  her 
marriage,  and  siirely  never  was  there  a 
better  friend,  or  more  gracious  mistress, 
than  she  was  to  me.  Well  do  I  re- 
member, that  on  the  fatal  day  of  the 
Marchese's  death,  she  complained  in 
the  morning  of  an  unusual  depression 
on  her  spirits,  and  after  relating  a 
dream  that  had  much  affected  her,  said 
I  21  to 
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to  me,  ''Gradisca,  should  I  not  get  over 
my  approaching  confiuemGiit,  and  my 
child  is  left  without  a  mother,  do  you 
then  guard  his  infancy  with  tender 
cate ;  presei;\^e  h\n\  from  dangers ; 
tj^achhidtt  to  love  the  memory  of  his 
parent,  and  to  adore  and  revere  his 
lather  as  fervently  as  I  have  done."  I 
endeavoured  as  much  as  possible  to 
draw  her  .  from  these  melancholy 
thoughts,  too  just  presentiments  of  the 
wretciied  f^tc  that  a^yaited  her  and  her 
excellent  Lord.  The  dreadful  news  of 
his  death  had  scarcely  reached  her, 
ere  she  entirely  lost  her  senses  ;  his 
crimsoned  garments  were,  held  closely 
to  her  heart,  nor  did  she  long  survive 
him,  or  the  birth  of  her  unfortunate 
infant :  Let  me  hasten  to  a  conclusion 
of  my  narrative,  lest  the  hand  of  death 
cut  short  my  purpose,  and  prevent  me 
doing  justice  to  the  memory  of  those 

departed 
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departed  angel?,  vvhea  I  declare  Rf 
naldo^di  Albenza,  Uie  supposed  son  of 
the  present  Marchese,  to  be  the  off- 
spring of  my  late  Lord  Bertoldo,  and 
his  true  and  rightful  heir  :  Listen, 
Holy  Father,"  she  continued,  seeing 
the  Friar  was  about  to  interrupt  her, 
*^!and  hear -nie. again  protest,  thatJLo- 
xenzo,  the  murdered  Lorenzo,  fell  by 
the  hands  of  his  own  father,  and  was 
the  child  of  Moraldi  and  Juliana  1" 

*'  Merciful  Providence  1"  ex- 
claimed Jerome,  raising  his  uplifted 
hands  to  Heaven,  ^\  how  inscrutable 
are  all  thy  ways !" 

**  Aye,"  erred  Gradiscpo,  looldng 
towards  Viola,  who  stood  transfixed 
in  speechless  wonder,  **  in  me  you 
behold  one  more  weak  than  wicked  ;  a 
woman,  who,  tliough  she  dared  not 
I  3  contend 
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contend  against  the  power  of  a  success- 
ful tyrant,  ytt,  by  stratagem,  preserv- 
ed a  birthright  and  inheritance  to  the 
child  of  her  beloved  master. 

*'  You  may  possibly  have  heard,;* 
she  continued,  '^  tliat  the  day  which 
consigned  my  Lord  and  Lady  to  their 
untimely  graves,  the  Signiora  Ju- 
liana was  delivered  of  a  son ;  and  it 
seemed,  indeed,  that  while  Heaven, 
for  its  own  wise  purposes,  permitted 
a  fratricide  (for  such  I  have  ever 
thought  him,)  to  exist  with  impunity, 
it  favoured  also  my  designs  for  the 
preservation  of  infant  innocence.  The 
nurse  who  was  to  have  attended  the 
wife  of  Morano,  fell  so  ill,  a  short 
time  before  her  confinement,  that  she, 
was  unable  to  be  with  her,  and  it  was 
agreed  I  should  fill  her  place ;  her 
rooms  were  contiguous   to  the  Mar- 

chesa\ 
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chesa's,  and  after  having  administered 
some  medicine  to  the  Lady  Juhana, 
and  hushed  her  infant  to  sleep,  I  returned 
to  the  chamber  of  my  newly  departed 
mistress,  where  I  had  not  been  three 
minutes,  before  the  door  was  softly 
opened,  and  the  Signior  di  Morano 
entered  :  *^  Gradisca,"  he  cried,  turn- 
ing with  a  look  of  horror  from  the  yet 
warm  body  of  my  Lady,  '*  listen  to 
what  I  have  to  say ;  either  witness  the 
instant  death  of  the  infant  before  you, 
or  swear,  by  every  thing  binding  on 
earth,  to  take  him  quickly  from  the 
castle,  and  rear  him  as  your  own ;  he 
is  a  serpent  in  my  way : — Hesitate— 
your  own  fate^  and  his  immediate  de- 
struction, are  the  consequences :  it  is 
easily  in  your  power,"  continued  the 
monster,  **  to  comply  with  my  wishes, 
as  I  have  forbidden  every  one  admit- 
tance to  this  chamber  but  yourself" 
I  4  *'BuT, 
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'*  But,   my   Lcnl  !*'    I   exclaimed, 
will  not  the  household  have  suspicions 

*'  Cur.se  tlieir  suspicions  !"  he  fu- 
riously mterrupted ;  *^  dare  any  one 
({•lestion  the  conduct  of  the  Marchese 
di  IMorano?  You  must  report  him 
dead, "  lie  added  in  a  softer  tone,  ' '  and 
to-morrow  night  secretly  convey  him 
to  the  dweUing  of  Corvino ;  he  will 
tiieu  conduct  you  to  a  cottage  I  have 
iiKcd  on  for  your  future  residence  in 
Terra  di  Lavora,  where,  mark  me, 
your  every  action  Avill  be  watched  and 
noted  ;  and  if  you   prove   unfaithful, 

dread  my  vengeance  !" What  could 

1  do  ?  Alas  !  weak,  helpless,  trembling, 
I  consented-;  but,  oh  miglity  God  \ 
who  in  that  perilous  hour  didst  impart 
thy  grace  to  thy  frail  and  ignorant  ser- 
vant, I  darted  to  the  chamber  of  the 

sleeping 
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sleeping  Juliana,  exchanged  the  chH^ 
dren,  and  Morano  reared  the  offspring 
of  his  brother  as  his  own  !  How  1  have 
been  persecuted,  what  I  have  endured, 
you  both  well  know  :  the  unha;ppy  ac- 
cident which  rkjM-ived  the  poor  Lo- 
renzo of  his  senses,  was  a  plausible  ex- 
cuse for  the  Marchese  (to  whom  he 
nover  ceased  to  be  a  terror  and  a  dread,) 
to  immure  him  for  life ;  while,  alas  ! 
the  prospect  of  his  recovery  only,  I 
fear,  precluding  that  plan,  sealed  the 
doom  which  for  ever  put  a  period  to 
his  life  and  sufferings." 

Here  she  ceased  to  speak,  while 
her  auditors  remained  absorbed  in  mute 
attention ;  and  scarcely  had  the  heads 
of  her  deposition  been  taken  down  by 
the  Father  Jerome,  and  witnessed  by 
Viola,  and  two  of  the  brotherhood, 
I  5  than 


178 

than  her  spirit  fled,  and  she  sunk  ^Gn- 
t\y  on  the  bosom  of  her  Maker. 

That  Morano  bad  been  the  guilty 
assassin  of  his  brother,  seems  almost 
unnecessary  now  to  add  :  cavetous  of 
his  wealth,  jealous  of  his  superiority, 
and  envious  of  the  happiness  he  enjoy- 
ed in  being  the  husband  of  Antouia, 
he  imparted  his  every  feeling  to  the 
subtle,  Ubaldo,  who  almost  anticipat- 
ing his  wishes,  only  rephed  to  his 
complaints  and  discontented  compa- 
risons, by  prompting  the  ready  means 
of  making  those  blessings  his  own.  , 
How  easily  he  was  persuaded  to  execute 
the  atrocious  act,  is  already  known;; 
nor  ever,  from  the  time  of  Lorenzo's 
approaching  to  manhood,  did  Ubaldo 
cease  to  represent  him  as  a  dangerous 
obstacle  in  his  way,  as  a  proof  it  was 

always 


179 

always  in  the  power  of  Gradisca  to 
bring  forward  against  him,   and  a  bar- 
rier to   that  security  which   he   only 
could  ensure  by  his  deatli.     A  tran- 
sient-sensation of  remorse    and  pity, 
had  induced  him  to  spare,  in  infancy, 
his  helpless  innocence,  while  a  senti- 
ment, nearly  allied  to  the  same,  would 
have  led  him  rather  to  prefer  his  lasting 
imprisonment,  than  to  again  embruing 
his   hands  in   guiltless  blood ;  but  his 
probable  recovery,    together  with  the 
constant    and    artful    instigations    of 
Ubaldo,  at  length,  however,  succeeded 
in  the  commission  of  another  deed  of 
horror,   which,  while  ridding  him,    as 
he  thought,   of  the  hated  offspring  of 
Bertoldo,  was  blasting  him  still  deeper 
in  iniquity,  by  making  him  the  mur- 
derer of  his  own  child. 

\yHEN   Zanotti  left   the   cell,     the 
1 6  Marchese 
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Marchese  sunk  to  the  earth  in  a  pa- 
roxysm of  raving  and  des}^ai^  ;  he  im- 
precated curses  on  himself;  he  scatter- 
ed his  hair  around  the  apartment,  as 
with  feelings  that  tortured  his  soul,  he 
perused  the  narrative  of  Eloise :  that 
Viola  was  his  child,  that  the  cherished 
object  of  his  sons  affections  should 
prove  his  own  offspring,  rushed  like  a 
torrent  on  his  brain,  and  drove  him  to 
madness;— now  he  sunk  upon  his  trem- 
bling knees — now  in  broken  and  suffo- 
cated accents  he  called  upon  the  name 
of  his  Maker,  on  that  Maker  he  had 
denied  ;  on  the  God  he  had  profaned, 
did  he  now,  humbled  to  the  dust,  sup- 
plicate for  speedy  annihilation  ;  he  felt 
about  for  some  instrument  of  destruc- 
tion, but  Zanotti  had  secured  his  dag- 
ger, and  he  looked  towards  the  small 
high  window  of  the  cell  as  the  only 
means  of  escaping  from  the  dreadful 

and 
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and  ignominious  death  to  whicli  lie 
was  assured  Zanotti  had  gone  to  betray 
liim.  To  ^Tnture  througli  the  passages, 
and  ran  the  chance  of  being  stopt,  and 
questioned  by  the  porter,  was  impos- 
sible ;  and  while  in  every  echo  of  the 
blast  he  fancied  the  followers  of  justice 
at  his  heels,  he  mounted  to  the  window, 
and  springing  from  it,  fell  on  a  bank 
raised  high  under  the  walls  of  t]]e  mo- 
nastery. His  horse  was  still  grazing 
by  the  road  side,  but  where  to  seek  a 
refuge  he  knew  not;  had  he  one  friend? 
was  there  one  being  in  that  world, 
where  through  life  he  had  been  courted 
and  flattered,  who  would  receive  and 
shelter  him  in  the  hour  of  adversity  ? 
He  looked  towards  the  cottages  of  his 
lowly  tenants,  slumbering  in  peace  and 
innocence,  and  then  cast  them  in  ago- 
ny on  himself;  tears,  burning  tears, 
of  anguish  and  remorse,  coursed  down 

4  his 
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his  haggard  cheeks,  as  he  struck  his 
liand  upon  his  heart,  and  asked  him- 
self, Whither  could  he  go  ?  To  stay, 
however,  was  death  ;  to  return  to  his 
castle,  destruction  :  he  had  no  douht 
but  that  Ubaldo  was  gone  to  give  the 
dreaded  information  ;  and  while  he  re- 
membered the  bloody  dagger  in  his 
possession,  he  knew  his  only  hopes 
rested  on  flight  At  this  moment, 
Corvino,  and  his  castle  in  Abruzzo, 
rushed  to  his  mind  ;  there  he  might 
be  concealed  till  the  intentions  of 
Ubaldo  were  known,  or  he  had  again 
been  induced  to  relinquish  his  hostile 
designs.  Oh  !  dreadful  lesson  to  vice 
and  profligacy  !  even  in  the  man  he 
had  fostered  and  supported,  was  he 
destined  to  find  but  another  evidence 
of  his  ofFenceS;  another  powerful  ac- 
cuser ! 

''  Save 
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'*  Save  me !"  cried  the  wretched 
Marchese,  as  faint,  sinking,  and  breath- 
less, he  ahghted  the  next  evening  at 
the  door  of  Corvino's  cottage  ;  *'  save 
me  from  my  pursuers  1  hide  me  from 
myself!" 

"  Whether  I  can  save  you  from 
your  pursuers,  my  Lord,"  rephed  Cor- 
vino  in  a  sullen  tone,  ''  time  must 
prove ;  and  as  for  hiding  you  from 
your  own  thoughts,  why  that's  what  I 
cannot  do  for  myself." 

''  Oh  Corvino  I"  replied  the  Mar- 
chese, wiping  the  dust  and  perspira- 
tion from  his  forehead,  **  look  upon 
thy  master — view  these  lears — these 
agonies  of  bitterness  and  sorrow;  be- 
hold me  madly  prostrate  at  your  feet, 
and  say  you  will  not  save  me  !  Trai- 
tor I"  he  vociferated,  the  violence  of 

his 
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Ills  nature  again  bursting  forth,  *'  hadst 
thou  not  been  a  villain  marked  by  the 
hand  of  Nature  for  my  purpose,  I  had 
not  now  needed  thy  assistance  T'  He 
threw  himself  to  the  earth,  and  groan- 
ed aloud. 

'^  You  know  you   can  be  hid  ia 

some  of  the  vaults  of  the  castle,"  re- 
plied the  mi  an,  without  attempting  to 
alleviate  his  suiferings;  ^^  none  would 
think  to  seek  you  there;  suspicion  has 
been  too  much  abroad  of  late,  and" — — 

*'  Oh  horror  !  horror  !"  groaned  the 
Marchese,  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands. 

'*  If  you  will  venture  it,  then,"  con- 
tinued Corvino,    '*  I  am  willing  to  con- 
duct you ;  and  if,  which  I  conclude  is 
the  case,  you  fear  the  officers  of  jus- 
tice, 
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tice,  they  may  hunt  a  good  while  b^ 
fore  they  will  find  you  out  there,  I 
warrant  me," 

He  now  took  the  lamp,  and,  followed 
by  the  trembling  Marchese,  proceeded 
down  a  small  trap-door,  curiously  cut 
in  the  flooring  of  the  apartment,  and 
having  securely  bolted  it  after  them> 
they  proceeded  down  a  deep  flight  of 
steps,  at  the  foot  of  which  were  se- 
veral long  and  dark  stone  passages  5 
the  damp  was  dripping  from  the  walls, 
while  a  bad  noxious  vapour  issued  from 
every  fresh  door  they  opened.  When 
they  gained  the  end  of  the  passages, 
Cor  vino  drew  a  large  key  from  hi$ 
pocket,  and  applying  it  to  a  close  nar^ 
rov\^  gratings  told  the  Marchese  he  was 
now  in  his  own  castle. 

iSIoRAXo  shuddered,  as  he  enquired 

of 
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of  Corvino  by  what  means  lie  had  ac- 
quired a  knowledge  of  this  subter- 
raneous communication,  never  before 
known  to  its  possessors. 

He  answered,  it  had  been  cut  in 
former  days,  for  the  better  security  of 
prisoners  brought  there  in  time  of  war, 
and  for  the  purpose  of  exercising  vari- 
ous cruelties  and  persecutions.  *^  I 
discovered  it,"  he  added,  ''  by  mere 
chance ;  and  whenever  it  has  been 
necessary  for  me  to  visit  the  castle, 
have  made  use  of  it  to  prevent  a  more 
troublesome  and  tedious  circuit."  After 
crossing  a  variety  of  dungeons,  and 
exploring  a  long  and  dreary  way,  Cor- 
vino applying  another  key  much  larger 
and  half-broken  in  its  wards,  told  thg 
]Marchese  he  thought  this  would  prove 
a  certain  place  of  safety;  ''and  the 
next  to  it,"  he  added,    *' is  one  I  do 

not 
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not  much  like  to  enter ;  fbr  I  have 
heard  strange  noises  there  of  late ;  and 
between  ourselves,  there  is  but  too 
much  reason  to" — - 

*4Iusii  !"  exclalnied  the  Marchese, 
catching  him  by  the  arm,  **  I  hear  it 
now." 

*'  Pooii/'  answered  Corvino,  that's 
only  the  wind,"  making  his  way  at  the 
same  time  towards  the  door  ;  *^  it  has 
a  hollow  and  a  fearful  sound  round 
these  old  walls." 

**  Mean  you  thus  to  leave  me  Math- 
out  a  light,  without  a  fire,  or  any 
cheering  sustenance  to  support  me  in 
these  gloomy  horrors  ?"  said  Morano. 

*^  The  light  is  on  yon  stone,  my 

Lord," 
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J-oixl,"  answered  the  ruffian,  pointing 
to  a  lamp  he  had  placed  just  before 
him,  ''  and  I  w  ill  go  seek  sonic  materi- 
als for  the  fire. " 

*'  I  ALMOST  dread  tf>  stay,"  said 
Morano,  in  a  cowardly  tremulous  tone; 
*'  my  very  shadow  tortures  me." 

*^  How  have  I  borne  it,  then,*'  re- 
plied Corvino,-  *'  whose  every  year  h*as 
been  spent  beneath  its  dreary  honors?" 
Saying  these  words,  he  left  the  dun- 
geon, but  soon  returned  with  a  large 
bundle  of  wood,  a  flask  of  wine,  and 
some   cold    provisions.      Here,    then, 
after     detaining    his     companion     as 
long  as-  he  could,  was  the  Marchese 
once  more    left    to    all    the    miseries 
of  a  frightful  solitude,   and   his  own 
harrowing   reflections :    fatigue,  how- 
ever, 
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ever,    together    witli    long    want    of 
rest,    at    length   so  completely   over- 
powered him,  that,  after  trimming  his 
lamp,  and  kindhng  a  cheerful  blaze, 
he  threw  himself  on  the  mat  trass,    and 
endeavoured  to  court  oblivion.     Long 
was  it  ere  it  answered  to  his  summons ; 
and  even  then,  the  sa^me  fearful  dream 
that  had  occasioned  the  agitation  re- 
lated by  the  Father  Jerome,  when,  some 
years  back,  he  visited  his  castle,  tor- 
tured  his  -sleeping    fancy  ;    twice   he 
started,  and   tliouglit  the  forms  of  de 
Cleance  and  his  bix)ther  were  standing 
close  beside  him,  v/hile  every  howhng 
of  the  blast  sounded  as  the  groans  of 
the  departed  •  and  every  movement  of 
the  massy  door  on  its  hinges  blanched 
his  cheek  with  timid  superstition.     At 
length  something  like  tranquillity  was 
stealing   over    him,     when    again    he 
started  from  his  pillow,  and  imagined 
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he  beard  a  low  and  rustling  noise  issue 
from  the  dungeon  mentioned  by  Cor- 
vino  ;  a  cold  sliivering  spread  through 
his^ whole  frame,  as  hastily  he  rose  and 
approached  the  door;  but  all  was  hush ; 
and  once  more  was  he  returning  to  his 
mat  trass,  when  a  low  groan,  followed 
by  a  heavy  trampling  of  feet,  struck 
like  frenzy  on  his  brain  ;  Morano 
was  petrified ;  horror  and  consterna- 
tion chained  him  to  the  spot ;  he  tried 
to  speak,  but  his  voice  failed,  and  he 
was  just  sinking  to  thf  earth,  when  the 
door  was  violently  burst  open,  and  Al- 
benza,  pale  and  agitated,  rushed  for- 
ward into  the  dungeon,  followed  by 
Zanotti ;  his  looks  were  disordered ; 
iiis  long  fine  hair  partly  shaded  his  wan 
countenance,  while  the  rest,  torn  and 
dishevelled,  was  scattered  over  his 
shoulders ;  one  arm  was  bared  in  the 
conflict,  while  the  other  extended  to- 
wards 
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wards  Ubaldo  in  an  attitude  of  de- 
fence. The  Marchese  still  remained 
motionless,  and  bereft  of  every  faculty, 
while  Ubaldo  stood  with  his  regards 
bent  on  a  form  which  now  issued  from 
the  opening,  and  struck  horror  un- 
speakable to  the  soul  of  Morano  ;  it 
was  the  shade  of  Bertoldo,  ^  of  ashy 
semblance,  meagre,  pale  and  blood- 
less;'  he  stood  erect  before  them;  a 
long  black  covering  enfolded  his  skele- 
ton form,  and  his  arms  were  crossed 
upon  his  bosom. 

^' Children  of  sin  and  iniquity !"  he' 
cried,  in  a  deep  and  hollow  tone  of 
voice,  and  Albenza  bent  involuntarily 
at  his  feet,  **  desist  your  bloody  war- 
fare,  and" 

'*  Never  !"  interrupted  the  fearless 

Ubaklo, 
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Ubaldo,  sprirjging  forward;  '^  Yfexcv  ! 
thmigli  hell  itself  should  rise,  and 
gape  between  us,  thus  would  I  rush 
on  lily  revenge ;  thus  would  I  strike, 
and  tell  this  coward  heart,  it  is  a 
Brothers  hand  now  sends  it  to  per- 
dition !" 

*'  On,  save  him  1  save  my  brother  !"' 
exclaimed  the  fancied  spectre,  flying 
towards  him;  "  it  is  Bertoklo  bids 
IMoraldi  hve  !  Save,  and  forgive  him, 
powerful  Heaven  !"  It  was,  however, 
too  late,  the  dagger  of  U))aldo  Avas 
deep  buried  in  the  breast  of  the  IMar- 
chese;  and  he  was  just  rushing  to 
the  door,  when  Gorvino^  with  Fatlicr 
Jerome,  entered  the  dungeon. 

'*  Help  me  to  seize  that  dreadful, 
damned  villain  !"   exclaimed  Albcnza, 

darting 
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darting  to  the  entrance,  and  forcibly 
detaining  him,  *'  he  has  slain  my  fa- 
ther !" 

"  Young  man/'  said  Jerome,  as 
Corvino  caught  the  arm  of  Ubaldo, 
''  behold  thy  father  there,"  pointirigto 
the  emaciated  being,  who  supported 
the  now  dying  Marchese;  *' and  in 
the  long-suffering  and  persecuted  di 
Albenza,  greet  a  virtuous  parent !'' 

*'  Bertoldo  !"  cried  Morano,  his 
eye  glaring  on  the  form  beside  him, 
'^  art  thou  come  to  torment  me  before 
my  time  ?  What  meant  that  bloody 
man?  he  said  he  was  my  brother !" 

*',  Aye,  thy  father's  son,"  replied 
Ubaldo.  *'  Now,  Moraldi,  remember 
the  Eve  of  San  Pietro  ;  remember,  that 
to  fulfil  an  oath  made  by  the  pillow, 

VOL,  III.  K  the 


the  tlinty  pillow  of  a  dying  parent, 
did  I  consent  to  bear  the  burthen  of  an 
existence,  commenced  in  disgrace,  and 
nurtured  in  misfortune ;  that  oath  is 
now  accomphshed,  and  I  am  reveng- 
ed ;  thy  wretched  life  has  been  my 
vengeance  ;  thy  lingering  miseries  and 
thy  mental  pangs,  were  all  as  breath  of 
transport  to  my  soul,  which  glutted  on 
the  sufferings  of  an  Albenza ;  and  if 
ever  a  touch  of  pity  chanced  to  cross 
me ;  if  ever  compassion  tried  to  force 
its  passage,  I  thought  upon  the  anguish 
of  my  only  parent,  and  my  heart  was 
steeled  again. 

*^  Lead  me  hence/'  he  continued, 
proudly  turning  to  the  guards,  who  had 
followed  Corvino  into  the  dungeon  ; 
*'  I  am  Ubaldo,  and  know  how  to  suf- 
fer." Saying  these  words,  he  surrendered 
himself  into  the  custody  of  the  officers, 

and 
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and    with   a  firm  step   and  unruffled 
countenance,  left  the  apartment. 

Some  reviving  cordial  was  now  ad- 
ministered to  Morano^  who  being  placed 
upon  the  mattrass,  was  briefly  informed 
by  the  Monk  of  Gradisca's  confession, 
and  presented  with  her  dying  depo- 
sition, while  Albenza  threw  his  arms 
round  the  neck  of  his  real  father,  and 
testified  his  pleasure  in  tears  of  silent 
gratitude.  Of  the  wonderful  appear- 
ance of  that  father,  after  he  had  so 
long  been  supposed  buried  in  the  tomb, 
it  is  now  necessary  to  enter  on  some 
explanation. 

On  receiving  the  stiletto  of  Corvino 
in  his  bosom,  he  lay  for  some  moments 
upon  the  shore,  apparently  motionless 
and  bereft  of  life ;  it  was  then  that  a 
remorse,  which  became  the  misery  of 
K  S  his 
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his  future  existence,  filled  the  breast  of 
his  nuirdercr;  and  while  he  gazed  in  ter- 
ror on  the  deed  he  had  committed,  ima- 
gination painted  tho  double  forms  of 
de  CleaBce  and  Beitoldo  calling  down 
eternal  vengeance  on  his  head ;  as  he 
knelt  in  this  state  by  the  side  of  the 
body,  he  fancied  he  perceived  it  move; 
could  he  but  save,    though  to  doom 
him  to  perpetual  confinement,  would 
be  at  least  some  remission  of  his  crimes, 
and  consequently  alleviate  the  tortures 
of  his  conscience.     He  put  his  hand  to 
his  heai-t  and  felt  it  beat :  in  a  word, 
after  using  every  restorative,  he  con- 
veyed him  liome  to  liis  cottage,  where 
he    shortly    recovered  ;     his     wound, 
though  deep,   was  not  dangerous,  and 
a  state  of  extreme  weakness  was  all  the 
bodily    inconvenience     he    endured ; 
while,  on  the  same  day  that  Moraldi 
left  the  castle  for  Naples,  this  unhappy 

victim 
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victim  of  a  brother's  treachery  waS" 
confined  by  Corvino  in  the  dark  and 
lonesome  cell,  where  for  so  many  years 
he  supported  his  miserable  being,  shut 
out  from  light,  from  love,  from  happi- 
ness ;  unkowhig  of  the  fate  of  his  wife, 
of  the  existence  of  his  child,  he  yet  re- 
solved to  live,  and  bear  with  fortitude 
his  harsh  and  unmerited  doom.  The 
secret  of  his  existence  was  one  Corvino 
never  entrusted  even  to  Ubaldo;  yet 
an  all-directing  hand  held  the  thread  of 
Bertoldo's  destiny  ;  and  the  imprison- 
ment of  the  young  Albenza  in  the  sub- 
terraneous vault,  was  the  signal  for  the 
deliverance  of  his  father. 

Bent  on  the  destruction  of  every 
branch  of  that  family,  the  siill  living 
embers  of  his  love  to  her  mother,  had 
induced  Ubaldo  to  spare  the  innocent 
Viola;  and,  as  the  gloomy  state  of 
K  3  Albenza's 
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Albcrza's  spirits  would  readily  favour 
the  idea  of  his  having  fallen  a  self  in- 
flicted death,  he  took  the  first  oppor- 
tunity (i)f  seizing  and  confining  him  iu 
the  castle  of  Abruzzo,  of  Avhose  secret 
passages  and  windings  he  had  long  pos- 
sessed the  most  thorough  knowledge; 
and  here  he  resolved  to  conceal  his 
victim,  till  the  period  arrived  for  the 
completion  of  his  revenge ;  a  rc\  enge 
doubly  strengthentd  by  the  attempt  of 
]\lorauo  to  give  him  poison  ;  and  when, 
on  awakening  from  his  slumber,  he  once 
more  saw  his  arm  lifted  for  his  de- 
struction, he  hastened  from  the  Mo- 
nastery, determining  instantly  to  per- 
petrate the  murder  of  di  Albenza,  then 
curse  his  father  with  the  intelligence ; 
and  while  acknowledging  his  motives, 
and  discovering  his  name  and  origin, 
inhumanly  triumph  over  the  cowardly 
wretch,  who  was  still  too  much  in  his 

power 
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power  to  dare  betray  or  punish  him* 
Ubaldo  was  soon  enabled  to  put  his  di- 
abolical scheme  in    train ;    and  when 
Albenza  was  wildly  exploring  tlie  wood, 
and    calling   loudly   on    the    dreadful 
phantom,    whose  mission   he  so  anx- 
iously  sought   to   investigate,  he  was 
seized  by  four  men,  who  had  long  been 
in  watch  for  a  convenient  opportunity^ 
bound,  hand-cuffed,  and  with  his  eyes 
covered,  was  hurried  into  a  close  car- 
riage,   and   quickly   conveyed    to  the 
sohtary  dungeons  of  the  castle,  where 
the  appearance  of  Zanotti  througli   a 
secret  pannel  door,   left  him  no  longer 
a  doubt  as  to  whom   he  owed  his  con- 
finement.      Regularly    were    his    pro- 
visions brought  bv  one  of  the  riiilians 
who  had  assisted  in  securinp-  him  ;  hi 
visits  were  always  at  night,  and  manag- 
ed by  means  of  the  same  secret  open- 
ing,   which  on   his   first    arrival    had 
K  4  admitted 
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admitted  him  a  transient  view  of  Za- 
uotti. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  Cor- 
yino,  in  visiting  his  wretched  captive, 
had  heard  the  moanings  of  Alhenza, 
while  that  any  hunian  hcing  should  oc- 
casion them  he  thouglit  impossible, 
and  his  already  terrilied  imagination 
instantly  conjured  them  into  the  dying 
groans  of  the  injured  de  Cleance.  The 
thought  Avas  insupportable,  and  Cor- 
vino,  after  a  night  of  sleepless  horror, 
hastened  to  the  city,  determining  that 
no  persuasion  should  now  deter  him 
fiom  a  confession  of  the  murder,  trust- 
ing to  his  preservation  of  the  Marchese 
(ii  Albenza,  as  an  extenuation  of  his 
offences,  and  a  plea  to  hope  for  par- 
don. On  his  road,  however,  being 
seized  v/ith  sudden  indisposition,  he 
was  obliged  to  stop  at  the  gates  of  the 
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Monastery,  which  presented  a  ready 
prospect  of  assistance  ;  it  proved  to  be 
that  of  Zanotti,  which,  from  his  never 
choosinor  to  meet  him  within  view  of  its 
inhabitants,  for  fear  of  creating  sus- 
picion, was  unknown  to  him  :  most 
fortunately  the  priest  who  attended  him 
was  the  good  Father  Jerome,  and  to 
him  Corvino  made  a  full  avowal  of  all 
tlwse  circumstances  which  prest  heavy 
on  his  conscience  :  in  consequence,  the 
Monk  instantly  laid  an  information 
against  Zanotti,  whose  struggle  it  was 
with  Albenza,  which  reaching  the  ears 
of  his  captive  father  (and  the,  door  of 
his. cell  being  but  slightly  fastened), 
caused  him  to  enter  that  of  his  son  just 
time  enough  to  so  far  alarm  the  villain 
as  to  retard  the  blow  raised  against 
the  life  of  Albenza. 

The  guilty  Morano  did  not  survive 
k5  Ills 
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Ills  wound  many  hours  ;  and  while  we 
pass  over  the  last  scene  of  an  Athci&t 
and  a  Murderer,  it  is  sufficient  to  add, 
that  he  died  as  he  had  lived ;  struggling 
for  existence  to  the  last,  his  only  hope 
seemed  in  the  prospect  of  recovery  ; 
his  internal  horrors  communicated  dis- 
tortion to  his  countenance,  and  while 
incapable  of  peace  or  consolation,  his 
soul  despaired  of  that  mercy,  which  a 
recollection  of  his  crimes  told  him  he 
dared  not  supplicate. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  IV. 


Round  he  throws  his  baleful  eyes^ 

That  witiiess'd  huge  aflliction  and  dismay, 
Mix'd  with  obdurate  pride,  and  steadfast  hate. 


All  is  not  lost;  th.'  unconquerable  will, 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate, 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield. 

Milton. 


A  SUBSEQUENT  part  of  this  history 
mentions,  that  the  early  hfe  of  the  old 
Marchese  di  Albenza  had  been  thought- 
less and  licentious*  After  completing 
his  education,  and  prosecuting  his  tra- 
vels with  some  little  success,  he  stopt 
for  a  short  time  at  Rome,  on  his  return 
to  his  native  castle,  and  there,  in  one 
of  the  many  families  whom  he  visited, 
K  6  saw. 
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saw,  and  fell  desperately  in  love  with,  a 
young  girl,  who  had  been  reared  and 
supported  as  a  dependant. in  the  house 
of  a  very  distant  relation,  whose  osten- 
tatious charity,  while  it  extended  to  a 
public  display  of  bounty  to  this  their 
humble  kinswoman,  yet  refused  in  pri- 
vate those  more  genial  offices  of  sympa- 
thy and  tenderness,  which  alone  can 
soften  the  heavy  yoke,  dcpepdance 
places  on  the  neck  of  misfortune. 

Pi^uLINA  Di  Velasco  was  the  child 
of  noble  though  unfortunate  parent^, 
and  while  in  solitude  she  wept  over  the 
fate  which  consigned  her  to  poverty  and 
obscurity,  she  never  relinquished  that 
pride  and  loftiness  of  spirit,  which  had 
ever  been  the  characteristic  of  her  fami- 
ly, and  which  still  burnt  high  Mathin 
her  own  bosom.  She  was  handsome, 
lively,  and  of  strong  understanding  ; 
but  vain,  haughty,  and  of  violent  pas- 
sions : 
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sions  :  these  were  faults  the  gentle- 
ness of  admonition  might  possibly  have 
subdued ;  but  the  stern  and  harsh  re- 
proof, while  it  served  to  intimidate  and 
render  her  deceptive,  only,  in  the  end, 
added  fuel  to  the  flame,  more  fierce 
from  being  smothered. 

On  such  a  character,  the  flattery  and 
attentions  of  the  then  young  and  hand- 
some di  Albenza,  failed  not  to  produce 
their  desired  effect ;  -she  was  young  and 
ambitious,  he,  insiliuating,  artfid,  and 
persevering;  and  while  she  fondly 
trusted  her  beauty  and  accomplishments 
would,  by  raising  her  to  the  rank  of  his 
wife,  restore  her  to  that  world  she  so 
ardently  longed  to  shine  in ;  he,  on  the 
contrarv,  laus-hed  at  the  idea  of  mar- 
rying  a  dependant  orphan,  and  never 
for  a  moment  supposed,  that  a  con- 
4  duct 
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duct  which  would  not  take  from  his 
reputation  in  society,  could  possibly  be 
one  he  ought  to  blush  at  proceeding 
in  :  in  a  word,  he  seduced  and  left  her, 
then,  when  too  late,  to  ponder  on  her 
shame,  to  curse  her  betrayer,  and  be 
miserable  :  but  while  the  keenest  emo.- 
tions  filled  her  hosom  (for  she  was  soon 
driven  from  the  only  home  she  had  ever 
experienced,  with  ignominy  and  revil- 
ings)  ;  yet,  never  did  the  mildness  of 
repentant  sorrow  lower  that  haughty 
spirit,  which  followed  her  to  the  latest 
period  of  existence,  and  now  taught 
her  only  to  remember  Albenza  with 
hatred  for  his  perfidy,  malice  and  in- 
dignation for  the  ruin  he  had  entailed 
on  her.  In  an  obscure  lodging  in  the 
suburbs  she  gave  birth  to  a  son ;  and 
here  some  lurking  fceUngs  of  compas- 
sion, and  remorse  for  the  wrongs  lie 

had 
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had  committed,  led  the  Marchese  to 
seek  her  out,  and  offer  her  assist- 
ance, 

*'  Tell  your  friend,"  said  Paulina, 
as  she  disdainfully  shewed  the  bearer  of 
his  message  to  the  door  of  her  apart- 
ment, *'  that  the  woman  who  is  too 
humble  to  be  his  wife,  is  too  proud  to 
accept  his  charity;  tell  him,"  she  con- 
tinued, pointing  with  her  finger  to  the 
infant  who  lay  sleeping  on  a  mattrass 
on  the  floor,  *'  that,  in  the  hour  of 
dissolution,  when  the  compunctious 
visitings  of  conscience  shall  reproach 
him  with  his  treachery,  that  in  revenge 
I  will  deprive  him  of  the  poor  consola- 
tion of  knowing  he  had  administered  to 
the  smallest  of  our  necessities." 

'^  By  Heavens !  I  like  that  woman  1" 
exclaimed  the   thoughtless    coxcomb, 

who 
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who  had  been  the  embassador  of  the 
Marchese,  when  he  returned  to  the 
convivial  circle  he  had  quitted  more 
from  curiosity  than  commiseration ; 
'^  she  is  an  angel  !** 

*^A  devil!"  answered  the  Marchese, 
fiUing  his  glass,  and  endeavouring  to 
i-ally  his  spirits ;  *  *  I  will  think  no  more 
of  her." 

Thou  didst  keep  thy  word,  Albenza; 
and  so  did  Paulina  :  for  when  stretched 
upon  the  couch  of  mortality,  the  re- 
membrance of  thy  abandoned,  desert- 
ed offspring  sat  like  lead  within  tliy 
breast,  and  banished  peace  from  thy 
pillow. 

It  may  easily  be  supposed  a  woman 
of  extraordinary  talents,  and  nncom- 
inon  beauty,  did  not  long  remain  in 

that 
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that    obscurity    she    had   resolved   to 
emerge  from,  though  at  the  expense 
of  every  honourable  principle ;   many 
}  cars  was  she  courted,  followed,   and 
admired  ;  while  her  unbounded  extra* 
vagance  was  as  frequently  the  ruin  of 
the  fortunes  and  estates  of  her  lovers, 
as  her  blandishments  and  insinuations 
were  the  destruction  of  their  hopes  and 
bane  of  their    happiness.       Fleeting, 
however,  is  the  dominion  of  vice,  tran- 
sient the  reign  of  dissipated  pleasure  ; 
in  the  very  zenith  of  her  attractions,  at 
the  very  height  of  her  conquests,   sur^ 
rounded  by  adorers,  and  loaded  with 
flattery,    a   dangerous  and   malignant 
small  pox  bi*oke  out  in  the  town  where 
she  resided,  and  three  short  days  com- 
pletely robbed  her  of  that  fatal  beauty 
which  had  been  the  primary  source  of  all 
her  misfortunes,  and  by  whose  loss  she 
M'as  uow  deprived  of  every  means  of  coni^* 

fort 
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fort  and  support.  Vainly,  on  licr  re- 
covery, did  she  again  launch  into  the 
world ;  vainly  did  the  robe  of  fashion 
envelope  her  person,  or  the  jewel  of 
value  glitter  on  her  bosom ;  the  fair  com- 
plexion, that  till  now  had  given  lustre 
to  its  ra}^,  was  seen  no  longer ;  and  the 
lovely  bloom  of  health  and  freshness 
which  once  was  rapture  to  the  eye, 
only  served  to  create  stronger  feehngs 
of  disgust  towards  the  artificial  substi- 
tute, to  which  she  still  fondly  trusted  : 
it  is  true,  her  splendid  equipage  yet 
blazoned  through  the  city,  but  she 
filled  it  wretched  and  alone ;  her  box 
was  still  the  most  conspicuous  at  she 
opera,  but  it  no  longer  contained  at- 
traction for  the  men  ;  it  was  now  but 
the  scene  of  solitary^  mortification  to 
herself,  a  mark  for  each  wounding  shaft 
of  female  triumph  and  malignity,  and 
she  left  it  in  disdain  and  despair,  exe- 
crating 
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crating  the  name  of  her  seducer,  and 
detesting  the  whole  race  of  mankind. 
Her  resources  daily  diminishing,    she 
soon  found    it   necessary  to   remove, 
with  her  son,  a  boy  of  fourteen  years 
old,     to    a  small    cheap    lodging    in 
the  outskirts  of  the  city.     Here  it  was, 
that    reflections,     dreadful,    corroding 
reflections,     resumed    their    torturing 
power  ;  in  agony  she  gazed  upon  her 
child  ,*  that   child,    on  whom  Nature 
had  lavished  her  richest   treasures  of 
talent    and    beauty :    but  those    gifts 
were  neglected,    those    talents  misap- 
plied ;     and    the    rare     endowments, 
which,     if    trained    to     proper    uses, 
had    rendered   him    an    ornament    to 
society,    and   a  blessing    to    himself, 
turned  into   an   impure  channel,    be- 
came a  current  of  vice,  and  only  the 
means  of  exercising    a  superiority   of 
wickedness    on    his    fellow- creatures, 

Er6 
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Ere  lie  was  of  an  age  to  distinguish 
between  the  course  of  right  and  wrong, 
his  morals  were  corrupted  by  bad  ex- 
ample ;  his  principles,  by  licentioos 
conversation;  and  his  nii^d  nurtured 
mto  prematurity  of  sense  and  under- 
standing, by  the  men  of  wit  and  ge- 
nius, who  regularly  iVequcnted  his 
mother's  parties,  was  mitiated  also  into 
eveiy  species  of  art,  profligacy,  and 
impropriety,  which  too  often  casts  a 
cloud  over  the  abilities  they  possess. 
Inattention  to  the  'fulfilment  of  re- 
h^gious  duties,  on  the  part  of  his  mo- 
ther, soon  created  a  contempt  for  it  on 
his ;  and  to  the  admiration  with  which 
he  Hstened  to  the  eloquent  sophistry 
of  those  by  whom  he  was  surrounded^ 
was  soon  added  the  desire  of  emu- 
lating their  conduct,  and  adopting 
their  sentiments.  To  an  uncommon 
quickness  of  apprehension  was  com- 
bined 
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billed  a  wish  and  power  of  acquire* 
ment,  far  beyond  hk  a^e ;  and  while 
the  hereditary  vanity  of  his  character 
was  flattered  by  the  praise  and  eulo- 
giums  of  his  astonished  hearers,  his 
pride,  of  which  he  had  an  unbounded 
share,  was  daily  strengthened  by  the 
precepts  and  example  of  his  mother, 
whose  masculine  and  vindictive  nature 
now  looked  forward,  with  eager  hope, 
to  that  period  when  the  courage  of  her 
dai'ling  son  should  exercise  in  deed, 
that  resolution  her  own  malignant 
mind  liad  long  conceived  and  panted 
for.  Such  were  the  beings,  who,  now 
oyerwhehned  with  poverty,  disgrace, 
and  disappointment,  were  wandering 
from  place  to  place,  and  subsisting  on 
the  scanty  pittance  earned  by  the  in-f 
dustry  of  the  fallen  Paulina,  and  the 
4abour  of  her  son,  whom  she  was  yet 
determined  to  see  perishing  with  want 

and 
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and  famine,  rather  than  ask  as- 
sistance from  the  man,  ^vho  had  re- 
fused, by  making  her  his  wife,  to  repair 
that  injury  for  which  she  unceasingly 
called  down  vengeance  on  his  head. 

^'  Ubaldo,"  said  his  mother,  (for  it 
was  by  that  name  she  called  him,)  as 
he  returned  one  evening  from  the  city, 
after  taking  home  the  work  she  had 
finished  in  the  day,  ^'  your  stay  has 
made  me  miserable ;  you  have  been 
gone  these  four  hours,  and  I  feared 
some  accident  had  happened  you  ; 
tell  me,  my  boy,  my  only  comfort,  am 
I  not  in  the  right  ?" 

*'  I  CANNOT  call  that  misfortune," 
rejoined  the  youth,  while  his  strong 
features  crimsoned  with  indignation, 
**  which  has  given  me  an  opportunity 
of  chastising  one  wlio  had   insulted 

me." 
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me."  Paulina  caught  him  to  her  heart, 
while,  in  accents  of  triumphant  fond- 
ness, she  intreatecl  him  to  explain  what 
had  happened. 

**  As   I  was  returning  home,"  re- 
phed   Ubaldo,    *'  sad  and   despairing, 
from  your  employers,  (for,  my  dearest 
mother,  they  have  now  no  longei*  work 
to  give  you,)   I  happened,  and  trust 
me  by   the  merest   chance,   to  brush 
past  a  very  young  Signior,  who  was 
walking   close  beside   me,   and  occa- 
sioned him  to  slip,  and  slightly  hurt 
his  foot :  I  apologised  for  what  I  had 
done,    and   then    supposing    this  was 
enough,  walked  quietly  on ;  when  he 
followed,  and  after  abusing  me  in  the 
grossest  manner,    struck  me   a   blow 
upon  the  cheek :  this  was  too  much, 
I  sprung  forward,  and  with  one  stroke 
laid  him  motionless  at  my  feet.     Again 

I  left 


I  left  him,  for  I  was  then  revenged,"* 
he  added,  while  a  look  of  triumph 
lighted  lip  his  whole  countenance, 
*'  and  was  satisfied  ;  when,  to  my 
utter  astonishment,  I  found  myself 
seized  in  a  moment,  by  two  servants 
in  costly  liveries,  and  then  distinguish- 
ed the  effeminate  voice  of  the  Signior, 
commanding  his  followers  to  bear  me 
home,  where  I  should  be. severely  pu- 
nished for  my  audacity.  What  could 
I  do  ?  in  vain  I  struggled,  for  I  dis- 
dained to  supplicate  ;  and,  therefore, 
was  forcibly  dragged  to  a  large  palace, 
belonging,  as  I  found,  to  a  nobleman, 
whose  wife  was  cousin  to  the  boy  I 
was  accused  of  insulting.  ]\]y  heart 
burnt  within  me,  when  I  found  myself 
placed  in  the  middle  of  a  magnificent 
apartment,  before  the  Lord  and  Lady 
of  the  mansion  ;  and  there,  after  hear- 
ing   the   circumstance  stated   in    the 

falsest 
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falsest  manner,  by  my  accuser,  I  was 
asked  by  the  Marchese,  what  I  had  to 
say  in  my  defence?  I  told  hun  every 
particidar,  briefly  as  it  happened  :  he 
seemed  satisfied,  and  all  the  time  1 
spoke,  regarded  me  in  the  most  earnest 
manner. 


"  You  liave  been  in  the  wrong, 
young  man,"  he  then  said,  addressing 
himself  to  his  kinsman,  who  now 
seemed  overwhelmed  vv^ith  confusion ; 
''  and  I  desire  you  m411  not  only  apo- 
logise to  this  youth  for  your  beha- 
viour, but,  by  presenting  him  the 
rich  bauble  you  wear  upon  your  finger, 
atone,  in -some  measure,  for  the  wrong 
you  have  done  liim." 

*^  You  are  unjust,  my  Lord  T'  ex- 
claimed the  Marchesa,  dartijig  a  l6ok 
of  contempt  towards  her  husband,  and 
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another  of  fury  at  mc  ;  ^^  rather  ought 
you  instantly  to  command  your  people 
to  bind  and  chastise  the  insolence, 
which  dared  even  retort  upon  a  branch 
of  an  illustrious  family." 

*' Give  him    the  rins:,    instantly!" 
jcturned  the  Marchese. 
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''Did  you  take  it?"  eagerly  inter- 
rupted Paulina. 

*'  No,"  replied  the  boy,  '^  I  Avould 
have  died  first  !  I  threw  it  on  the 
carpet,  and  then  without  any  one's 
attempting  to  follow  me,  left  the 
palace."  His  mother  again  folded  him 
to  her  bosom,  as  she  demanded  the 
name  of  this  imperious  family. 

^*  I    ENQUIRED,"    replied    Ubaldo, 
*'  and  found  it  was  di  Alben" 
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'*  ZA  !^'  shrieked  the  agonized  Pau- 
lina;   ''Great  God!  it  was  thy" 

slie  stopt,  recollected  herself;  for  had 
she  not  inwardly  vowed,  never  till  the 
hour  of  her  death  to  ccnnmunicate  to 
her  child  the  name  of  his  father  ?" 

The  loss  of  her  employment  was 
now  soon  followed  by  an  illness,  oc- 
casioned from  the  agitation  of  her 
mind,  and  the  lurking  weakness  at- 
tendant on  her  late  disorder.  Stretch- 
cd  upon  the  couch  of  disease  and  suf- 
fering, parched  with  fever,  frenzied 
with  despair,  her  brain  was  almost 
turning ;  the  rent  was  due  for  her 
lodging;  her  clothes  had  long  been 
exchanged  for  the  money,  which, 
from  the  time  she  had  been  deprived 
of  work,  had,  with  the  hard  and 
daily  labour  of  Ubaldo,  entirely  sup- 
ported them  ;  her  jewels,  together 
L  S  with 


%vith  the  furniture  of  her  house  in 
Naples,  had  hecn  all  sold  on  quitting 
it,  for  the  payment  of  one  large  deht ; 
and  she  now  looked  round  on  her 
empty  chamber,  on  the  famished  per- 
sons of  herself  and  child,  Math  horror 
indescribable.  It  was  now  the  all- 
powerful  claims  of  nature,  and  the 
agonizing  pain  she  endured,  enough 
subdued  that  inordinate  pride  of  dis- 
position, as  to  induce  her,  after  many 
honrs  past  without  the  smallest  nou- 
rishment, to  supphcate  assistance  from 
the  woman  at  whose  liouse  she  re- 
sided. *^  I  have  too  many  children 
of  my  own,"  was  the  worldly  answer, 
''  than  to  take  npan  me  to  feed  any 
more  hungry  mouths." 

*'  Sue  quits  my  lodgings  this  very 
night,"  rejoined  her  husband,  a  fat 
bloated  devotee,  who   went  regularly 

to 
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fa  mass,  ^yo^shippecl  every  Saint  iii 
the  calendar,  and  called  hiniself  a  good 
catholic;  "  I  shall  employ  her  son  ncf 
longer  in  working  in  my  garden,  and 
gratefal  ought  she  to  be  to  me,  that 
I  do  not  put  her  in  gaol  for  the  rent 
that  is  due." 

*^  She  had  better  go  back  to  Na- 
ples, to  her  fine  house  and  line  car- 
riages,"  said  a  little  shrivelled  thin 
woman,  who  had  just  called  in  to  have 
what  she  termed  'an  hour's  chat,'  or, 
more  properly  speaking,  an  hour's  der 
famation  of  her  neighbours. 

'*  Why,  my  dear  souls,"  she  added,, 
firawiug  her  chair,  with  an  air  of  im- 
portance, close  beside  them,  '*  you 
will  lose  your  precious  characters,  by 
harbouring  such  a  creature  ;  the  Lord 
help  you  !  she's  no  other  than  the 
L  3  famous 


222 


famous  Signioradi  Velasco^  who  made 
so  much  noise  in  the  city  once,  only 
the  small  pox  has  so  much  disfigured 
her,    that  no  one   would    know  her 
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**  Sante  Marie  !"  exclaimed  the 
affrighted  hostess,  ^^  have  I  heen  har- 
houring  such  a  miscreant  under  my 
virtuous  roof?" 

'*  Hush  wife !"  said  the  good  man, 
rising  with  lordly  superiority  from  his 
seat ;  **  she  is  fostered  here  no  longer, 
depend  upon  it ;  Holy  Virgin !  the 
church  would  excommunicate  me  V 

Eke  the  evening's  fall,  the  wretched 
mother,  supported  by  her  still  un- 
daunted son,  was  driven  from  the 
dweUing  of  virtue  and  religion  ;  from 
the  dweUing  of  a  man,  who  that  very 

night 
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night  went  up  *^  into  the  temple,"  and 
blessed  God,  that  he  had  not  made 
him  like  unto  '*  the  pubhcan  and  the 
sinner,"  whom  he  had  driven  forth  in 
a  cold  and  drizzly  night,  without  food, 
without  covering,  and  absolutely  so 
far  sinking  beneath  a  sure  and  rapid 
decUne,  as  only  to  have  required  but  a 
few  short  days  before  she  had  gone 
forth  for  ever  1  !  !• 

'^  Curses  on  them  f  cried  Ubaldo, 
as  he  threw  his  tattered  cloak  around 
the  shivering  form  of  his  almost  dying 
parent  ;  *'  may  hghtning  from  Hea- 
ven strike  them  !  their  house  1  their 
children  1  Oh !  were  I  but  able,  this 
moment" 

^' What  Avould  you  do,  my  boy?" 

interrupted  Pauhna,  the  almost  dying 

embers    of  her   once    haughty   spirit 

L  4  rekindling 
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'rekindling  at  the  idea,    *'  what  would 
you  dor"' 

*'  Would  murder  them  !"  exclaim- 
ed the  youth,  clenching  his  hands, 
and  holding  his  motlier  still  tighter  to 
liis  heart,  **  would  have  their  blood 
Ibr  it !" 

''  What  then/'  cried  Paulina, 
*'  would  you  to  him,  whose  trea- 
cherous love  first  brought  your  mother 
into  ruin,  and  then  basely  deserted 
her ;  left  her  with  her  child,  a  prey  to 
remorse,  to  penury,  to  infamy;  who, 
"wedded  to  another,  has  forgotten  the 
pining  victim  of  his  falsehood  ;  and 
thinks,  because  the  world  can  tolerate 
such  perfidy,  that  I,  a  poor  deluded, 
humbled  woman,  w^ould  have  crouched 
beneath  his  feet,  and  blest  that  cle- 
mency wdaich  dared  insult  the  daugh- 
ter 


225 

ter  of  a  noble  house,  by  the  offer  of  a 
paltry  sum,  as  an  atonement  for  the 
injuries  he  had  done  her  B" 

^^  I  WOULD  torture  him  !"  repHed 
Ubaldo,  in  a  firm  and  steady  tone; 
*^  would  sacrifice  my  life,  my  soul, 
could  I  but  live  to  bring  down  misery 
on  his  haughty  race  !" 

''  Enough,  my  child  !"  said  the 
sinking  PauHna,  *'  I  can  but  little 
more ;  assist  me  to  the  steps  of  yon- 
der portico ;  there  will  I  rest  my  head, 
and  speak  further  with  you  ;  but  I  am 
faint,  indeed  I  am  almost  dying." 

Ubaldo  was  frantic;  half  starving 
himself,  and  without  the  power  of 
procuring  the  smallest  relief,  he  bore 
his  mother  to  the  marble  steps,  which 
kd  up  to  the  entrance  of  a  magnificent 
L  5  villa ; 
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villa;  and  spreading  his  almost  only 
garment  under  her  head,  rushed  for- 
ward, determining  to  stop  the  first 
person  who  past,  and  force  assistance, 
though  at  the  expense  of  his  own 
life. 

It  was  now  past  midnight,  the  air 
cold,  the  wind  blew  bleakly  round  the 
building,  and  the  rain  fell  fast  and 
penetrating  ;  he  darted  up  the  spacious 
avenue,  and  called  loudly  on  the  cha- 
rity of  any  human  being,  who  might 
be  within  hearing  ;  but  no  one  an- 
swered, no  one  appeared  ;  again  he 
listened,  but  no  sound,  save  the  dis- 
tant moanings  of  his  expiring  parent, 
greeted  his  anxious  ear;  and  he  was 
returning,  as  he  imagined,  to  die  with 
her,  Avhen  a  low  rustling  noise  at  some 
distance,  caused  him  for  a  moment 
to  pause,  and  then  hastily  follow  the 

sound, 
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sound,  whicti  came  from  a  kind  of 
rivtdet  that  meandered  round  the  gar- 
dens of  the  villa;  dkre  he  beheld  a 
spaniel  feeding  on  some  crusts  and 
broken  provision,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  thrown  the  refuse  of  the 
ostentatious  and  luxurious  kitchen 
which  belonged  to  it :  eagerly  his  eye 
caught  the  welcome  treasure,  as  he 
spurned  away  the  dog,  and  seized  on 
his  repast ;  the  animal  looked  up  in 
his  face,  and  then  quietly  smelling  at 
the  earth,  tamely  retreated,  leaving  the 
remainder  of  his  meal  to  the  starving- 
wretch,  from  whom  the  pampered 
children  of  affluence  had  withheld 
the  smallest  aid  1  with  joy  unbound- 
ed, Ubaldo  hastened  to  his  mother, 
now,  however,  past  assistance. 

"  I   AM    dying,"  she  cried,     "and 

cannot  eat.    Alas  !  I  am  perishing  with 
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tlie  cold,  and  the  rain  falls  chill  within 
my  bosom." 

*'  First  it  shall  penetrate  through 
mine!"  cried  the  youth,  clasping  her 
to  his  breast,  and  supporting  her 
head  upon  his  shoulder;  ''  we  will  die 
together." 

''  No/'  cried  Paulina,  making  a 
violent  effort  to  raise  herself  from 
his  arms ;  *'  live  to  revenge  thy 
mother !" 

*'  Who  goes  there  ?"  now  inter- 
rupted a  man's  voice  at  some  dis- 
tance; '*  who  lurks  at  this  hour  so 
near  tlie  dweUing  of  the  Marchese  di 
Albenza?" 

**  He  is  thy  father  !"  cried  Paulina, 

her  voice   trembling   with    emotion ; 

4  ''  and 
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^^  and  tliese  flinty   steps    not   harder 
than  his  heart." 

'' Who  goes  there  ?"  again  demand- 
ed the  man  -,  *^  wlio  and  what  are  ye  ?" 

^' Pooh  travellers/'  answered  Ubal- 
do;  '*  for  pity's  sake  relieve  and 
succour  a  dying  woman  1" 

''You  may  rest  here  a  little  while," 
said  the  sentinel,  who  just  then  passing 
by,  threw  them  a  small  piece  of  money  ; 
''  but  I  can  do  nothing  more  for  you, 
as  my  own  home  is  far  from  hence, 
and  my  Lady,  the  Marche'sa,  not  fa- 
mous for  her  charities." 

Ubaldo  thanked  him,  put  the  mo- 
ney in  his  pocket,   while  his  tears,  for 
the  first  timCj  bedeweid  the  cold  fore- 
head 
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head  of  his  mother,  on  whom  the  hand 
of  death  seemed  momentarily  about 
to  fasten, 

*'  Ubaldo,"  she  at  last  articulated, 
^*  Ubaldo,  knowest  thou  the  nature, 
consequence,  and  meaning  of  an  oath  ? 
and  knowing  it,"  she  added,  while 
every  word  was  interrupted  by  the 
pangs  of  approaching  dissolution, 
*'  could'st  thou  resolve  to  keep  it  sa- 
credly, and  fulfil  it  religiously  ?" 

*^  Prove  me,"  said  Ubaldo,  pas- 
sionately ;  '*  I  am  certain  I  under- 
stand, and  will  be  faithful." 

*'  Then  swear,"  continued  Paulina, 
^^  swear  solemnly,  and  by  every  thing 
that  is  dear  to  man,  by  the  miseries 
you  have  endured,   by  this  emaciated 

fornv 
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form,  and  by  this  broken  heart,  which 
now  bleeds  drops  of  anguish  for  your 
future   fate,  to   avenge   my  cause  ou 
the  whole  race  of  him  1  ne'er  can  call 
your  father  ;  and  not  to  himself  alone, 
but  to  his  children ;  in  all  the  pleni- 
tude and  subtlety  of  vengeance,  be  it 
extended  ;  let  no  difficulties  daunt,  no 
dangers  fright  you ;  let  the  education 
I   have    given,   the   firmness  you   in- 
herit, be  cultivated  to  this  great  pur- 
pose, and  lead  to  this  sole  end  of  all 
your  actions.     Ubaldo,  if  ever  a  mo- 
ment of  pity  strike  across  you  ;  if  ever, 
by  any  chance  (but  this  I  think  can- 
not be,)  you  should  be  benefitted  by 
that  hated  family,  oh !  let  not  these 
deter  you.     If  thou  should'st  forget, 
if  thou  disregardest  these  my  parting 
mandates,  my  wronged  and  murdered 
ghost  shall  nightly  haunt  thee;  and 
if  there  is  a  world  beyond  the  hated 

one 


one  wc  now  inhabit,  shall  be  the  first 
to  hurl  thee  to  despair  and  endless 
torments  !"  In  the  energy  of  her 
dreadful  feelings,  this  wicked  and 
deluded  woman  seemed  to  have  ac- 
quired more  than  her  wonted  powers  ; 
erect  and  ghastly,  her  form  looked 
more  than  human  ;  around  her  sunk 
and  haggard  person  clung  her  drench- 
ed garments  ;  one  withered  hand  was 
placed  on  the  head  of  her  son,  while 
the  other,  raised  upwards,  deprecated 
the  Heaven  she  profaned. 

^'  DiDST  thou  mark  me  ?"  she  cried, 
half  falling  on  the  steps  ;  ^^  Ubaldo,. 
dost  thou  hesitate  ?" 

<<  1 — I — swear," — returned  the 
youth,  while  damps  as  of  death  rolled 
xlown  his  pallid  face,  while  every  fea- 
ture was  convulsed  with  emotion,   and 

agitations 
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agitations  strong  and  powerful  shook 
his  whole  frame;  ''  I  swear,  solemnly, 
to  obey  thy  commands. " 

At  that  moment  a  loud  clap  of 
thunder  shook  the  whole  vault  of  hea- 
ven, as  a  blue  flash  of  lightning  shew- 
ed Ubaldo  his  mother  in  the  agonies 
of  death  ;  her  struggles  were  horrible, 
and,  scarcely  able  to  articulate,  *'  Re- 
member," she  gave  one  hollow  groaiip 
and  expired  on  the  threshold  of  tile 
villa  di  Albenza  !  !  !  Wretched,  mis- 
taken woman  !  had  thy  early  days  but 
experienced  the  fostering  care  of  one 
kind  and  virtuous  instructor,  thou 
would'st  have  known^  that  the  indul- 
gence of  vicious  pleasures  leads  but  to 
destruction;  that  religion  is  the  staff, 
witliout  which  we  can  never  reach  to 
happiness ;  that  a  patient  resignation, 
under  the  storms  of  adversity,   is  the 

noblest 
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noblest  tiiiimpli  of  the  mind  ;  and  that 
forgiveness  of  injuries,  and  a  requital 
of  good  for  evily  is  an  emanation  of  the 
divinity  within  cur  hearts.  From  the 
body  of  his  mother,  the  young  Ubalda 
Mas  carried  in  tlie  friendly  arms  of  the 
sentinel  (who  chanced  to  pass  his 
rounds  just  after  PauHna  had  breathed 
her  last,)  to  his  charitable  cottage, 
and  there  laid  in  a  warm  bed,  soon 
recovered  stiength  and  composure ; 
while  some  of  tlie  family  of  the  Mar- 
chese,  disturbed  by  the  groans  un- 
der their  windows,  hastened  to  the 
gate,  ta  discover  the  cause.  The  re- 
mains were  then  conveyed  into  the 
house,  where  a  locket  she  wore  upon 
her  bosom,  and  which  had  been  given 
her  by  the  Marchese,  being  taken  to 
him,  on  his  expressing  a  wish  to  know 
to  whom  she  belonged,  at  once  con- 
vinced him  of  the  extent  of  his  guilt, 

and 
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and  deprived  him  of  peace  for  ever. 
Her  being  alone,  however,  in  that  de- 
plorable condition,  together  with  the 
advice  and  persuasions  of  the  hard- 
hearted and  avaricious  Marchesa,  to 
whom  he  now  communicated  his  wish 
to  protect  her  child,  soon  induced  him 
to  believe  it  had  perished  in  infancy ; 
while  his  wife,  Avho,  in  her  youth,  had 
never  imagined  the  conduct  of  her 
lover  in  the  least  reprehensible,  for 
having  merely  seduced  a  low  and 
simple  girl,  (for  in  that  manner  had 
the  history  of  Pauhna  been  related  to 
her  by  her  waiting-maid,)  now  basely 
contrived  to  deter  her  husband  from 
doing  justice  to  his  unhappy  and  in- 
jured offspring, 

Ubaldo,  in  the  mean  while,  reco- 
vered in  health,  and  supplied  by  his 
generous  preserver  with    clothes  and 

money, 
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money,    quitted    Naples  and    its    en- 
virons, with  his  host,  Fjancisco,  for  a 
distant  part  of  the  kingxlom,    wlicre, 
for  some  time,  tlicy  subsisted  on  the 
produce  of  their  various  and    mutual 
labours  ;    not    long^    ho\\ever,    could 
the  daring  and  aspiring  genius  of  Ubal- 
do  lie  dormant,    disdaining  a  life  of 
virtuous  and  humble  industry  ;  and  as 
every   year  strengthened   the  remem- 
brance of  his  oath,   he  bade  adieu  to 
his  simple  comrade,  and,  with  a  head 
full  of  plots,   a  heart  thirsting  for  ven- 
geance,  and  little  or  nothing    in  his 
pocket,   set  out  on  foot  towards  the- 
city :  there  for  some  years  he  existed 
by  those  various  impositions  and  atro- 
citres    too    often    practised    in    great 
cities     with    impunity     and     success. 
For  a  short  period,  too,  he  entered  one 
of  a   lawless   banditti,  whose  nightly 
depredations    were    the  terror  of  the 

solitary 


solitary  traveller;  and  whose  cruelties, 
indiscriminately   exercised,    at  length 
induced  the  Legislature  to  use  more 
than  ordinary  means  for  their  appre- 
hension.    Among  the  few  that  escaped 
the  justice  of  tlieir  country,  was  Ubal- 
do,  who  had  sought  in  every  benight- 
ed passenger  for  his  father;  and  who, 
being  foiled  by  his  death,   of  his  pro- 
jected vengeance,    soon  laid   hold    of 
the  young  and  dissipated  Moraldi  as 
his   prey,    not  only  marking  him  for 
Tiis  revenge,  but  making  him,  in  ev^ery 
instance,   subservient  to  his    interest ; 
and  while  he  not  only  beheld  him  with 
the  eyes  of  early  and  hereditary  hatred, 
he  viewed  him  also    as   the   favoured 
lover  of  the  woman  he  preferred,    and 
as  one  who  also  inwardly  hated  and 
detested  himself     On  him,   theretore, 
on  his  children,  and  on  his  children's 
children,  would  he  have  gladly   exe- 
cuted 
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cutcd  the  most  diabolical  revenge  ; 
a  thousand  times  it  Avas  in  his  power 
to  have  taken  his  Hfe,  but  that  was, 
as  he  himself  declared,  mercy,  in  com- 
parison to  the  gradual  progressive  mi- 
sery, to  which  he  had  condemned  him, 
and  of  which  he  at  last  sunk  the 
victim. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  F 


*^  Oh  !  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time. 
Filled  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death  1" 

Addison. 


3From  the  time  of  Ubaldo's  concl em- 
nation,  his  only  request  had  been,  that 
the  period  of  his  fate  might  be  expe- 
dited as  much  as  possible.  On  his 
trial  he  had  pleaded  guilty  to  the  mur- 
der of  the  Marchese ;  and  on  being 
asked  by  the  Grand  Inquisition,  whe- 
ther he  had  no  witnesses  to  call,  no 
defence  to  set  up,  he  bade  them  seek 
in  the  bloody  grave  of  Morano  for  the 
best  witness  of  an  act  he  gloried  in, 
and  in  the  injuries  of  his  mother  for 
his  defence. 


*^  Beau  him  to  his  cell !"  exclaimed 
the  Judge,  as  he  turned  A\ith  wonder 
from  so  intrepid  a  spirit,  and  something- 
like  compassion,  tliat  it  had  been  ap- 
plied to  ends  so  base  and  so  ignoble. 

Left  to  the  dreary  solitude  of  his 
dunoeon,  reflection  had  now  its  rani^e: 
and  while  his  unequal  footsteps  mea- 
sured the  narrow^  boundary  of  his  pri- 
son,^ his  thoughts  extended  to  the  space 
before  him.  .Memory  represented  the 
past,  and  Conscience  pictured  the  fu- 
ture. Did  Ubaldo  fear  ?  No ;  that 
was  a  sensation,  Nature,  Avhen  she 
moulded  him  into  being,  had  disdained 
to-  infuse  :  Did  he  hope  ?  No  ;  the 
rude  breath  of  adverse  circumstance 
had  nipt  its  earliest  blossoms,  and  de- 
spair, stern  callous  despaii',  now  bar* 
red  its  entrance.  He  was  about  to 
-die,  and  the  morrow's  dawn  would  be- 
hold 
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hold  him,  exposed  to  all  the  insult^  of 
a  licentious  rabble,  perishing  on  the 
scatix)ld ;  those  strong  nerved  sinews, 
and  those  mighty  hmbs,  whose  every 
action  seemed  to  burst  with  strength 
and  energy,  sj)ent,  Vx'aste,  and  power- 
less, with  pangs  contracted,  and  witll 
wounds  all  scarred;  and  tliat  mind,  so 
vast,  so  comprehensive,  all  soon  would 
be  as  nothing  !  ! 

*^  Aye,  but  will  that  ])e?''  e-i.claim- 
ed  Ubaldo,  as  his  eye  rested  on  the 
brilliant  moon;  *' If  there's  no  power 
above,  then  what  is  Nature  ?  and 
wlience  those  passions  wliich  have  been 

my   ruin  ?'' He  paused    for   some 

moments  %  silent  contemplation,  then 
moved  from  the  window,  and  trim- 
ming his  lamp,  began  to  read.  It  was 
a  book  of  religious  consolation,  a  book 
from  which  his  clear  and  manly  tone, 

VOL.  II r.  M  hi* 
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liis  grand  delivery,  had  often  drawn 
forth  sentiments  of  virtue  ;  of  virtue 
his  practice  liad  beHed,  of  reUgion  his 
heart  had  cavilled  at.  The  passing 
bell  tolled  one  ;  Ubaldo  started,  and 
something  like  emotion  crost  his  bo- 
som :  another  hour — and  another — still 
found  him  doubting  and  bewildered. 
Again  he  had  recourse  to  the  book  ; 
malice  was  denounced,  revenge  exe- 
crated ;  and  the  comfort  it  afforded, 
one  he  knew  not  how  to  taste.  Again 
the  warning  bell  beat  slow  and  heavy  ; 
he  would  have  prayed,  to  what — to 
whom?  *^  To  God!"  he  exclaimed, 
starting  from  his  seat ;  ^'  there  is,  there 
must  be  one  !  I  feel  it  here  !  here,  ou 
my  soul,  the  blackened  truth's  record- 
ed,  and  I  can  doubt  no  longer  !"- 

Now  he  thought  upon  his  mother  ; 
now  he  deprecated  in  bitterness  the 
name  of  his  father ;    "  And  will  there 

not 
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not  still  be  thousands,"  lie  continued;, 
**  brought  into  hfe,   blasted  with  ex- 
istence, and  doomed,  like  me,   to  curse 
licentious  parents  ?    Oh !  but  for  that, 
I  had  been  good,  been  happy  !   Nature 
blest  me,  though  every  virtuous  pro- 
perty of  mind  was  blighted  in  the  ruin 
they  bequeathed.     Man  !    man  !    look 
here,    and   tremble  !    And  thon,  poor 
giddy  foo^,   who  boasts  thy  exploits, 
and  vainly  draws  a  petty  consequence 
from  shameless  actions,  think  of  the 
honors  which  await  thy  crimes  ;  and 
•when  the  thoughtless  circle  shall  ap- 
plaud thy  boasted  triumphs  over  help- 
less   innocence,   think   of  thy   guilty, 
thy  deserted  offspring,   and  despair  of 
mercy,  of  forgiveness  !  And  tliou,  too, 
haughty  woman,  who  shalt  pass  w^itli 
scorn  thy  frail   and  erring  sister,    let 
comparison  teach  thee  mercy  ;  and  let 
the  bounty  of  fortune,  which  has  rais- 
j\i  'I  ed 
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ed  thcc  above  want,  or  the  digiiiry  ot* 
mind  which  lias  picscrved  thee  in 
temptation,  melt  thy  iieait  to  cluirity, 
and  open  thy  bosom  to  the  v/anderin^^ 
penitent." 

View  him  now,  about  to  make  the 
last  atonement  for  his'  crimes;    view 
liim  now,  gazing  unmoved,   undaunted 
upon   the  dreadful  wdieel   which    was 
soon  to  tear  his  every  muscle.     Fiorn^ 
the  time  of  liis  seizure,  his  person  had 
been  searched,  and  every  care  taken  to 
prevent  his  obtaining  any  instrument 
of  destruction ;    but   this   precaution 
had  been  useless ;  for  his  m.ind,  once 
more  wound  up  to  its  accustomed  pitch 
of  hardness,    he  rather  gloried    in   a 
death  which  gave  pubhc  testimony  to 
the  cause  for  which  he  suffered  :  with 
a  step    firm  and  steady  he    ascended 
the  scaffold,   without  the  smallest  tran- 
sition 
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sition  of  countenance,  exchanged  his 
own  garment  for  the  more  convenient 
one  presented  him  by  the  executioner; 
and  while  standing  to  be  bound,  he 
cahnly  surveyed  .the  immense  crowd 
who  were  assembled  to  witness  his  end. 
His  pangs  were  long  and  excruciating; 
once,  and  once  only,  a  slight  convul- 
sion past  his  features  ;  and  though  the 
sweat  of  agony  bedewed  his  face, 
though  every  sinew  was  stretched  in 
torture,  and  every  vein  writhing  under 
feelings  inexpressible,  his  pro-ud,  en- 
during nature,  disdained  to  suppUcate; 
he  knew  he  w^as  to  die,  and  he  resolv- 
ed to  die  as  he  had  lived,  bold,  fearless, 
and  determined.  In  the  last  awful  mo- 
ment, when  death  sat  quivering  on  his 
hps,  when  his  dim  eyes  were  dosing, 
and  his  disfigured  and  distorted  person 
scarcely  disclosed  a  trace  of  what  he 
had  been,  a  faint  and  murmuring  sound 
M  3  issued 
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issued  from   his   tongue  :     ''  My  mo 
tlicr  !  '  he  cried,  *'  thou  art  revenged  ! 

My  mother" He   could  no  xr,oYt  ; 

another  stroke  from  the  executioneY 
cut  it  off  for  ever.  A  dead  silence, 
reigned  over  all ;  horror  filled  tlie  mind 
of  every  spectator:  the  mother  caught 
her  infant  to  her  hreast,  while  the  fa- 
ther, looking  anxiously  towards  his 
youthful  son,  bade  him  *'  rememljer 
the  Eve  of  San  Pietro."  Long  did  it 
remain  engraven  on  the  hearts  of  that 
house  it  had  so  materially  affected  ; 
Viola  wept  over  the  misfortunes  of  her 
mother,  as  the  sigh  of  pity  and  regret 
daily  filled  her  pc4:ition  to  Heaven  for 
the  forgiveness  of  her  father's  offences, 
while  as  the  beloved  and  cherished  wife 
of  the  amiable  Albenza,  slie  dedicated 
her  own  days  to  the  practice  of  every 
virtue,  and  in  the  affection  and  happi- 
ness of  her  Lord,   soon  found  a  reward 

for 
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for  all  her  past  sufferings  :  never  for  a 
moment  did  she  forget  the  example 
or  instructions  of  her  early  protectress, 
nor  ever,  in  the  hour  of  prosperity,  did 
the  Marchesa  di  Alhenza  cease  to  re- 
member and  fulfil  those  precepts  which 
had  supported  the  humble  Viola  under 
the  trials  of  adversity.  Many  years 
did  the  excellent  Bertoldo  witness  tlie 
felicity  of  his  son  ;  and  though  the 
tear  of  retrospection  would  oftentimes 
bedew  his  cheek  to  the  recollection  of 
liis  brother,  though  the  unfortunate 
Lorenzo  would  cross  his  mind,  and  a 
thous2[ht  of  bitterness  obtrude  with  the 
idea  of  Ubaldo ;  yet  when  he  gazed 
upon  his  darling  son,  and  in  the  open- 
ing promise  of  his  infant  family,  be- 
held all  their  parents'  virtues  renew- 
ed, he  raised  liis  eyes  to  Heaven  in  a 
transport  of  joy  and  gratitude ;  and 
when  the  final  summons    called  him 

I  hence 
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hence  to  join  liis  still  adored  An  Ionian 
in  a  better  world,  he  sunk  into  eter- 
nity, as  doth  the  soft  and  gentle  Eve  of 
summer  fall  on  the  breast  of  night. 
With  every  mark  of  respect  and  ho- 
nour was  the  body  of  Lorenzo  interred 
in  the  cemetery  of  the  Convent,  and' 
masses  said  for  the  repose  of  his  soul 
and  that  of  his  guilty  parent.  Corvino, 
Avhose  repentance  had  been  as  sincere 
as  it  was  beneficial,  obtained  his  par- 
don through  the  medium  of  the  Mar- 
chese  di  Albenza,  on  condition  that  he 
became  a  member  of  a  severe  rehgious 
fraternity,  and  devoted  the  remainder 
of  his  days  to  penitence  and  prayer. 
The  good  old  1  Uanca  was  soon  restored 
to  her  former  situation  as  housekeeper 
in  the  castle ;  while  Bernardo,  the  in- 
famous steward  and  tool  of  Mo  ran  o, 
shortly  after   engaging  in  a  band  of 

lawless^- 
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lawless  freebooters,  was  seized  with  a 
large  party  of  his  companions,  and 
suffered  a  public  and  'disgraceful  death. 
The  good  Marquis  de  Volange,  on  ap- 
pealing to  the  Court  of  France,  and 
bringing  evidence  of  tlie  treachery  of 
IVIontebino,  and  of  his  own  name  and 
rank,  was  restored  to  -his  title  and 
estates  ;  while  blest  in  the  society  of 
his  niece,  and  her  excellent  Lord,  he 
soon  found  a  period  to  his  sorrows, 
and  a  recompence  for  all  his  former 
misfortunes. 

On  the  same  spot  where  the  first 
meeting  between  Moraldi  and  Ubaldo 
had  taken  place,  was  the  body  of  the 
latter  interred. 

The  Pilgrim  never  past  it  without  ■ 
a  prayer,  the  Traveller  without  a  shud- 
der, 
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der,  while  the  tear  of  tlie  INloralist  oft- 
times  moistened  the  weed  upon  his 
grave,  as  it  fell  for  the  errors  of  man- 
kind. 


riNJS, 


Primed  by  1.  Gold, 
Shoe-Laue. 


PtIBLISHED    BY 

CABELL  AND  DAFIES, 

STRAND. 


I.  THE  ITALIAN  ;  or,  The  Confessional  of 
the  Black  Penitents ;  a  Romance  ;  by  Mrs.  Rad- 
CLiFFE,  3  vols.  2d  Edition,   l5s. 

II.  CECILIA ;  or.  Memoirs  of  an  Heiress ; 
by  Miss  BuRNEY,   5  vols.  8th  Edition,   15s. 

III.  CAMILLA;  or,  A  Picture  of  Youth; 
by  the  same,   5  vols.  2d  Edition,   11.  Is. 

IV.  THE  RECESS ;  or,  A  Tale  of  other 
Times ;  by  Miss  Sophia  Lee,  ^  vols.  5th  Edi- 
tion,  10s.  6d. 

V.  FREDERICK  LATIMER  ;  or.  The  His- 
tory of  a  Young  Man  of  Fashion,  3  vols,  10s.  6d. 
sewed. 

VI.  THE  MAN  OF  FEELING;  a  Novel, 
8th  Edition,  3:^. ;  or  elegantly  printed  in  a  Pocket 
Voliimo,  with  Engravings,  5s. 

VJL  THE  MAN  OF  THE  WORLD;  by 

the  same  Author,  2  vols.   5th  Edition,  6s. 

VIIL  JULIA  DE  ROUBIGNE;  by  the 
fame,  2  vols.  5th  Edition,  Os. 


NEW  REVIEW  OF  BOOKS. 

Piiriled  forX.  CADELL  aid  W.  DAVIES,  Su-and. 

This  Daij  is  published^ 

VOLUME  THE  FIRST, 

Containing  640  Pages,  whh  Introduction,  Tabic  of  Contents, 
Index,  &tc. 

Price  I  at.  6i/.  in  Boards, 

THE  IMPEkTaL  REVIEW; 

OR, 

London  and  Dublin  Literary  Journal, 

FOR  THE  MONTHS  OF 

January.)  February/ ^  March,  and  Jpril,  1804. 


Printed  for  T.  Cadell  and  W.  Davies,  Strand:  Sold  also 
by  J.  Archer,  Commercial  Buildings;  J.  Cooke^  Ormond- 
CLuay;  and  M.  N.  Mahon,  Grafton- Sucet,  Dublin:  by  A. 
EJwards,  Cork:  J  Bariy,  limerick;  and  W.  Magec,  Bel- 
last;  by  W  Creech,  Beil  and  Bradtute,  P.  Hill,  and  W. 
Laing,  at  Edinburgh;  by  Duniop  and  Wilson,  and  Brash  and 
Reid,  at  Glasgow;  A.  Brown,  at  Aberdeen  ;  by  J.  Cooke, 
Hanwell  and  Parker,  and  R.  Bli'^Sjjun.  at  OxfoiJ  ;  and  by  J. 
Deigiuon  and  T.  Barrett,  at  Cajnbridge. 


THIS  new  Review  is  published  regularly  on  the  last  day  of 
every  month.  One  of  its  professed  objects  is,  to  steer  a  middle 
course,  between,  on  the  one  hand,  that  seventy  which,  delight- 
ing to  discover  and  dwell  on  imperfection,  has  its  effect  in  blight- 
ing or  discouraging;  the  elibrls  ol  Genius ;  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
that  partial  report  or  indiscriminate  praise,  wliich  in  an  equal  de- 
gree defeats  the  first  purpose  ot  a  Literary  Review.  In  conse- 
quence of  its  detail  of  Criticism  being  wholly  confined  to  the  more 
important  Works  in  each  department  of  Writing,  finfeiior  Pub- 
lications  being  merely  registered  in  the  monthly  List,  with  brief 
notices  proportionate  to  tiieir  claims),  an.1  of  each  Numbtr  con- 
taining ten  sheets,  or  160  page.,  a  Qumtny  tar  excf.edingthat  of 
any  similar  Publication,  the  Editors  are  enab  cd  to  bring  lorward 
an  account  ot  every  inteiCBting  Work  very  soon  atter  its  appear- 
ance ;  an  advantage  exclusively  their  own.  And  they  purj-ose 
availing  themselves  of  every  opportunity  to  introduce  Notices  of 
other  Works  of  the  same  description,  wl\ich  have  been  published 
during  the  last  three  years,  «o  tliat  their  Journal  may  be  cousidcr- 
ed  as  virtually  coinmtjicins  with  the  Niuttci-.ilh  Centui'y. 
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